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PORTRAIT OF GENERAL CHARLES KING, 


RAY’S DAUGHTER: A STORY 
OF MANILA . ‘ ‘ General Charles King, 
A COMPLETE NOVEL. U.S. Vv... 
Author of “ Ray's Recruit,” 
“© Marion's Faith,’ 
MAY . I. Zangwill 
A Poem. 


THE CHILD AND THE BUTTERFLY 
A Poem. 


THE BATTLE OF BUNKER HILL . 
Fourth in the Series of ‘‘ Great Battles of the World.’’ 


VICTI SALUTAMUS . 
A Poem. 


ELIZABETH PATTERSON (MADAME JE- 


ROME BONAPARTE). 
A chapter for a forthcoming book entitled 
Belles of America.’’ 


ONE OF THE LORD’S PEOPLE 


Last in the Series of Mormon Stories. 


THE SWISS PASSION PLAY . 
With Illustrations. 


BOOKS OF THE MONTH . 


WALNUTS AND WINE 
. A Relish after the Feast. 


Albert W. Barker . 


Stephen Crane 
Author of “ The Red Badge of 
Courage.” 


Alice Van Vliet 


Virginia Tatnall Peacock 


Mrs. J. K. Hudson . 


Christine Terhune Herrick 9 ‘q 
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LIPPINOOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


Ask Your Dealer 


for one of these ideal 
heads printed in 12 
colors on fine art 
plate paper (size 
934 x 11%,) suitable 
for framing, 


Free 
with every two cans of 


Armour’s 
Pork & Beans 


If your dealer cannot 
supply you, send two 
2-cent stamps and 
we will mail one 


direct. 
Indicate your choice by number. 


Armour & Company, 


‘In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIPPINCcoTT’s. 
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THE ‘NEW LIPPINCOTT” FOR JULY 


WILL BE A 


SUMMER STORY NUMBER 


appealing with a midsummer charm to vacation readers where- 

ever the sea or mountains, travel by steamer or Pullman, beguiles 
them into idling. 

THE COMPLETE NOVEL HAS BEEN CHOSEN FOR ITS SUMMERY 

PEOPLE AND PLOT—IT IS CALLED 


AN ANTI-CLIMAX 


AND IS BY 


ELLEN OLNEY KIRK 


Author of ‘* Queen Money,” “‘ Margaret Kent,’ etc. 


It is witty, laughable, lovable, and rememberable. The characters are like 

real people in a real little world of summer society, and they do foolish and 

romantic things just as the rest of us. The hero is a book-writing widower 

with two eligible daughters, who lead him a pretty social dance, till at last 
he marries a lady typewriter. 


$ 


THE REST IS ALL SHORT STORIES OF HUMOR, INVENTION, LOVE, AND 
PATHOS, SAVING TWO PAPERS OF INEVITABLE INTEREST. 


SHORT STORIES 


‘‘How Willett Wooed the Widow’’ . By Samuel Minturn Peck 


‘¢Damnabilissimus Juvenis’ . . . . By Beulah Marie Dix 
“Hugh Gwyeth, a Roundhead 
Vvalier, 


‘‘As a Dream when One Awaketh’’ . By Marion Harland 
‘**A Monk from the Ghetto’. . . . By Martha Wolfenstein 


Stephen Crane will continue his 


GREAT BATTLES OF THE WORLD 


with ‘‘ Vittoria,’’-—a gallant chapter. 


A new feature, to run through several numbers, will “—e with a charming 
paper in July on 


ELIZABETH PATTERSON (sonaranre 
By Virginia _Tatnall Peacock. This comes from a volume promised for the fall, called 


“‘BELLES OF AMERICA” 


“THE NEW LIPPINCOTT” 


WHICH BEGAN WITH THE JULY NUMBER 


Made certain promises which it now asks its increased throng of readers to acknowledge 
as fulfilled. 

Briefly stated these promises were, that the old and respected Monthly should 
become no less respected, but that it should be ‘‘ new’? in everything save hastiness, 
unreliability, and unworthiness ; that it should treat the news from principle and not from 
momentary bias; that the most interesting and skilful authors should make it entertaining ; 
that the best talent should create its decorative features, and that the spirit of freshness 
should enter its pages in every characteristic, mechanical, literary, scientific, domestic. 

Testimony to the fulfilment of these pledges shall be a few names of those who 
thus far have contributed to 


“THE NEW LIPPINCOTT” 


EDWARD NOYES WESTCOTT BEULAH MARIE DIX 


(The only posthumous work by. the author of David PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 
Harum) CY WARMAN 
JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY MARK LEE LUTHER 
SARAH BARNWELL ELLIOTT SARAH ORNE JEWETT 
I. ZANGWILL HENRY C. LEA 
ELLEN OLNEY KIRK MRS. CAMPBELL PRAED 
JOHN LUTHER LONG EDWIN MARKHAM 
ANNE HOLLINGSWORTH WHARTON ERNEST RHYS 
MAURICE HEWLETT — JULIA MacNAIR WRIGHT 
RUTH McENERY STUART WILLIAM D. HOWELLS 4 
E. F. BENSON ie FLORA ANNIE STEEL 
ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE E. W. HORNUNG 
MRS. SCHUYLER CROWNINSHIELD MARION HARLAND 
HARRY STILLWELL EDWARDS ALICE BROWN 
MAURICE THOMPSON MRS. J. K. HUDSON, of Topeka 
In proof of continued progress shall be quoted a few 
of the names to appear in forthcoming numbers : 

MARGARET DELAND I, ZANGWILL 
STEPHEN CRANE WILLIAM LE QUEUX 
OWEN WISTER AGNES REPPLIER 
ANNE HOLLINGSWORTH WHARTON W. COPE CORNFORD 
AUSTIN DOBSON DR. C. C. ABBOTT 
MARY E. WILKINS GEORGE GISSING 
MRS, PENNELL SEUMAS MacMANUS 
EDMUND GOSSE E. F. BENSON 
MRS. BURTON HARRISON - FLORENCE EARLE COATES 
SAMUEL MINTURN PECK MRS. SCHUYLER CROWNINSHIELD 
CLINTON SCOLLARD MADISON CAWEIN ; 
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS REV. CYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY 
GEORGE MOORE ELLEN OLNEY KIRK 
EDITH WHARTON E. S. VAN ZILE 
GENERAL CHARLES KING BLISS CARMEN 
ANNA KATHERINE GREEN ROHLFS PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 
AMELIA. E. BARR CY WARMAN 


BESIDE these better-known names, there is a host in reserve of those who are yet to 
achieve but who show the stuff of success in what they have prepared for ‘‘ The 
New Lippincott.’’ It is to such, after all, that every magazine owes its life and 
its advancement. Without new discoveries the Editor becomes but a purveyor of Dead- 
Sea fruit, and his public is sated and unnourished. It is needless to record names whose 
work alone must reveal them, but ‘* The New Lippincott’’ has some surprises in 
store which will justify its pledges in this connection and win for it many new friends. 


$ 


The distinguished and exclusive feature of ‘‘ The New Lippincott’’ is its 
COMPLETE NOVEL IN EACH NUMBER 


This renders every month’s issue an enduring book—ehich does not die with the month— 
which is always available for re reading or for lending, and which nearly always contains 
a novel that takes a standard place in literature. These novels are selected with critical 
care and an eye to moral and intellectual entertainment, and come from the very best 
writers of fiction of both America and Great Britain. ‘Twelve months of ‘‘ The New 
Lippincott’’ is equivalent to a circulating library, and is far more handy. 


The series of vital papers on ‘‘ The Great Battles of the World’’ which have been 
contributed by Stephen Crane since March will continue. No more significant utter- 
ances than these picturesque papers has yet been spoken on the parallels of the British- 
Boer War with our own wars and those of Europe. 


The shorter fiction will be found fresh, novel, brilliant, and up-to-date. As much 
magazine fiction is now sombre and depressing, it is the aim of «‘ The New Lippin- 
cott’’ to put forward what is joyous and humorous rather than melodramatic or tragic, 
though the best of these elements will not be omitted. 


$ 


The brief, telling, and timely papers on current events or events to happen cover 
and interestingly deal with every branch of daily life and thought. The poetry is vot 


magazine verse. 
$ 


‘The New Lippincott’’ endeavors to be an epitome of what is said, at its 
best, and what is done the world over that appeals to Americans when they take their 
leisure under the evening lamp, on the Pullman or the ocean-liner, or when the summer 


brings idle hours. 
The price of a year’s subscription to 


“THE NEW LIPPINCOTT” 


is now only 2. O, which reduces it within the reach of all readers who prefer 
solid, useful, and absorbing reading to that which dies with the month of its issue. 
Single numbers are 25 cents, and may be found on news-stands and trains all over 


the United States. 
If the newsdealer is out of the copy wanted, kindly address 


LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE, 
624 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


‘THE MACMILLAN COMPANY’ Ss 


New Summer Novels. 


A New Novel by JAMES LANE ALLEN, author of ‘‘ The Choir Invisible.’’ 


THE REIGN OF JT Aw. 
Just Read 


A TALE oF THE Kentucky HempriE.p. Illustrat 


Mr. Allen’s work is said to be “‘ almost unique in American fiction” (At/antic Monthly),and_ joth, 1 2mo. 
he has chosen a background absolutely new to his readers—the life of the hempbreakers. $i. 50. 


N 
ALLEN. 


AS THE [IGHT | ED. ‘VOICES IN THE NIGHT. 
AMES NEWTON BASKETT, author of | A CuHromatic FanTASIA. By FLORA ANNIE STEEL, sae “On the 
t You-all’s House,’’ etc. Cl oth, $1.50. Face of the Waters.” Cloth, $1.50. 


THE PRENNETT TWINS. 
By GRACE MARGUERITE HURD. Cloth, r2mo, $1.50. 
A character-study of life in a large city among a good many tests of courage and endurance. 


THE WEB_OF JFE. A FRIEND OF 


By ROBERT 4 TALE OF THE Fat oF THE RomaN RepvBLic. 
pel of Freedom,”’ etc loth, $1.50. | By WILLIAM STEARNS DAVIS. Cloth, $1.50. 


THE ANKER AND THE BAR A Story oF A CoRNER 1N Larp. 
= 5 : B - By HENRY KITCHELL WEBSTER. 
A remarkably vivid and forceful picture of the possibilities of the stock market. 


Mr. Webster is remembered as one of the authors of (THE, S}HORT J INE \/AR. Cloth, $1.50 
“Very exceptional indeed.” —The Chicago Evening Post. “A rattling good railroad story.” —Zvening Telegraph, Phila. 


THE CYCLOPEDIA OF AMERICAN FJORTICULTURE. 


By Professor pane gr Directions for the Cultivation of Horticultural Crops, and Original Descriptions of all the 
L. H. BAILEY, S aesaary of Fruits, —” Flowers, and Ornamental Plants Known to be in the Market in the 
nit 


Assisted by Many Expert ed States and Canada. 
aremaae and Botanists. Vol. I. $5.00 met: Vol. II. just ready ; orders received only for sets of four volumes. 


. A work worthy of ranking by the side of the Centu “ Recognizing its nag the publishers have ie: it 
Dictionary.” ’—The Nation. faultless form.” — Tribune, New York. 


Other New Out-Door Books. 


THE FARMSTEAD. RURAL WEALTH AND WELFARE. 


By I. P. ROBERTS, Director of the Coll of | Economic Principces ILtusTRATED AND APpPLIFD IN Farm Lire. B 
Agriculture at Cornell University. Rural Sci- GEORGE T. FAIRCHILD, LL.D. Rural Science Series. Cloth, $1.25. 
ence Series. 138 Illustrations. joth, $1.25. By one in close touch at once with rural affairs and the study of economics. 


GARDEN-MAKING. 
Grounps. By - H. BAILEY, aided b i. CONTAINING THE SIMPLEST DIRECTIONS FOR THE GROWING OF THE Com- 
R. TAFT, WAUGH, and ERN MONEST THINGS ABOUT THE HousE AND GARDEN. By C. E. HUNN and 
WALKER. "iad Edition. $1.00. L. H. BAILEY, Cornell University. Garden Craft Series. $1.00. 


EUROPEAN TRAVEL FOR WOMEN. 
By MARY CADWALADER JONES. Half leather, r2mo. Just ready.. 
Intended not to take the place of ordinary guide-books, but to supplement them, giving information not readily to be found elsewhere. 


HOME NURSING. HOW WOMEN MAY BARN A J IVING. 


Movern Screntr M S 
Room. By EVEL EEN HARRISON. Half A Hanpsook oF OccupaTIONS FOR WoMEN. 
leather, $1.00. By Mrs. HELEN CHURCHILL CANDEE. Half leather, $1.00. 


MAKERS OF I ITEBRATURE. 
comes on Shelley, Landor, Browning, Byron, By GEORGE EDWARD WOODBERRY, author of “ Heart of 
Arnold, Coleridge, Lowell, Whittier, and others. an,” “ Wild Eden,” etc. Cloth, r2mo, $1.50. - 


MONOPOLIES AND 'TRUSTS. FIDUCATIONAL AIMS AND — 


By Professor RICHARD T. ELY, University of * JOSHUA G. FITCH, late Chief = poe of Trainin, in Eng- 
Wisconsin. Half leather, $1.25. author of “ Lectures on T Just 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW-YORS. 


In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIPPINCOTT’S. - 


LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


‘THE PEOPLE'S LIBRARY. 


ing authors of the day. 


EACH NUMBER IS LIMITED TO 100,000 COPIES, 


12-mo. PAPER. RETAIL 50 CENTS. 


(Formerly published in Cloth only, at $1.50). 


THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 


BY 


MARIE CORELLI. 


Author of “BARABBAS.” 
“THE MIGHTY ATOM.” 
“THE SOUL OF LILITH,” ETC. 


People’s Library No. 3. 12-mo. Paper. 
Retail 50 Cents, 


“A very powerful piece of work. A literary phenomenon, novel 
and even sublime.’’—Review of Reviews. 


THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 


THE CELEBRITY. ricuarp caRVEL. 
People’s Library, No.7. 12-mo. Paper. Retail 50 Cents. 


The following popular works of fiction are published 
in this series. 


42mo. Paper. Retail 50 Cents Each. 


PRIDE OF JENNICO, THE. Agnes and *Egerton Castle. 
Author of “* Young ‘april 


UNDER THE RED ROBE. By Stanle Weyman. 
of * “x of France.” 


CELEBRITY, THE. By Winston ee. 
i ‘Author of “Richard Carvel.” 


SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE. By Richard Harding Davis. 
Author of “ Van Bibber.” 


MANXMAN. By Hall Caine. 
Author of ‘‘ The Christian.” 


PRISONER OF ZENDA. By Anthony Hope. 
Author of “Phroso.” 


SORROWS OF SATAN. By Marie Corelli. 
Author of ‘‘ Barabbas.” 


CHOIR INVISIBLE. By James Lane Allen 
Author of “ Kentucky Cardina:s.” 


PHROSO. By Anthony Hope. 
Author of ‘“‘ The Prisoner of Zenda.” 


For Sale by All Booksellers. 


THE AMERICAN NEWS COMPANY, 


Publishers’ Agents, 
39.41 Chambers Street, NEW YORK. 


6 In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIPPINCOTT’S. 
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J. B. Lippincott Company’s 
Announcement of New 
Publications, June, 1goo. 


Miscellaneous. 
SALONS COLONIAL AND REPUBLICAN. 


With frontispiece in color and numerous reproductions of portraits and — 
miniatures of men and women prominent in colonial life and in the early. 
days of the Republic. By Anne H. Wharton, author of “ Heirlooms in — 
Miniatures.” Crushed buckram, $3.00; half levant, $6.00. 2 
Salons Colonial and Republican and Heirlooms in. Miniatures. : 


The two volumes in a box. Crushed buckram, $6.00. 


“ Miss Anne H. Wharton has continued her brilliant studies of life in the 
early days of the Republic in ‘ Salons Colonial and Republican’ with the same 
marked success that characterized her previous volumes. Extending the 
period of which she treated in the previous volumes, Miss Wharton has car- 
ried her studies into the first years of the United States under the Constitution, 
—a period fresh, striking, and majestic,—in which the grande dames held . 
court and received tribute from some of the most famous figures in American 
history. The light that is thrown upon the manners and customs of the 
Americans of this period will shine for the first time for many students of 
American history. It is difficult to believe, reading Miss Wharton’s pages, 
that she is not painting pictures of life in London, or even in the gayer and 
more brilliant capital of France. Literature, art, science, all met in these 
salons—beauty and culture, wit, all are gone now. Miss Wharton’s chapters 
are monuments to a past which only lives through her skilful pen. The vol- 
ume is handsomely gotten up, with frontispiece in color, and numerous re- 
productions of portraits and miniatures of men and women prominent in 
colonial life in the early days of the Republic. The volume includes ‘A 
Colonial Salon,’ ‘A Republican Drawing-Room,’ ‘A Great Social Leader,’ 
‘Social Life in the Federal City,’ ‘ Literature and Art in the Republic,’ ‘A 
Nineteenth Century Salon,’ ‘A Ball and a recieead ’—North American, 


JOHN RUSKIN. 


A Sketch of-His Life, His Work, and His Opinions. With Personal Remin- 
iscences. Together with a Paper by John Ruskin, entitled “The Black Arts,” 
and a Note on Ruskin by Harrison S. Morris, Managing Director of the 
Academy of Fine Arts, Philadelphia‘) By M. H. Spielmann, Editor of 
The Magazine of Art. Illustrated. Large 12mo. Ornamental binding, gilt 
top, rough edges, $2.00. 

“A brief and. beautifully printed biography, with some — archi- 
tectural illustrations, and a number of portraits of Ruskin at different stages 
in his life, presenting the opinions and the facts in the life of Ruskin e-sbe 
briefly and very affectionately, with sympathetic portraiture of the man.’ 
New York Outlook. 


J. B. Lippincott Company’s Publications. 


THOUGHTS ON THE SERVICES. 


Designed as an Introduction to the Liturgy and an Aid to its Devout Use. 
. By the late Rt. Rev. A. Cleveland Coxe, D.D., Bishop of Western New 
York. New revised and enlarged edition by Rt. Rev. Cortlandt White- 
head, S.T.D., Bishop of Pittsburgh. Small 12mo. Cloth, $1.00; lamb- 
skin, limp, $2.00. In this edition there are upwards of 100 pages of new 
matter. 

Written primarily for Episcopalians, the book still appeals to those who, 
while technically without the fold of the Church, are still in sympathy with 
her aims and observances. Its use, especially in the present form, revised in 
accordance with the latest revision of the Book of Common Prayer, cannot 
fail to beget habits of close attention to the Psalms and Lessons, and to their 
bearing upon the object of each particular service, so suitably fitted to the 
season by the Church calendar. The scope of the book has been much 
widened in this edition by the insertion of chapters on the services other than 
the Sunday and Daily Offices, so that a complete commentary is now found 
within the covers of this indispensable volume. 


THE SOVEREIGN LADIES OF EUROPE. 


Edited by The Countess a Von Bothmer. With 153 illustrations. Me- 
dium 8vo. Cloth, $4.00. ; 

Being sketches of the personal (as contrasted with the official) life of 
the ladies who hold sway in Great Britain, Russia, Germany, Spain, Por- 
tugal, Italy, Greece, Saxony, Wiirtemberg, the Netherlands, Norway and 
Sweden, Belgium, and Roumania; also of the late Empress of Austria and 
the late Queen of Denmark. 


FLOWERS IN THE PAVE. 


By Charles M. Skinner. [Illustrated with four photogravures by Eliza- 
beth Shippen Green and E. S. Holloway. 12mo. Cloth, extra, $1.50. 


Fiction may usurp most of our reading hours, but there are quiet, more 
thoughtful seasons when we feel the need of no less interesting but more 
profitable literature. At such times there are no better books than those of 
Mr. Skinner. They are nature-books—and in our hearts we all love nature 
—but they are more than that: how much more, how much else his nature- 
oe suggest, will be evident on a perusal of one of his entertaining 
volumes. 


LESSONS OF THE WAR. 


Being Comments from Week to Week to the Relief of Ladysmith. By 
Spencer Wilkinson. 12mo. Cloth, $1.25. 


It is not an attempt at a history of the war; in fact, Mr. Wilkinson 
expressly disclaims any such classification for his book. But it is a reprint 
of the weekly reviews of the war, contributed by Mr. Wilkinson to The 
London Letter, giving a comprehensive view of the whole, from the eve 
of war to the relief of Ladysmith. 
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J. B. Lippincott Company’s Publications. 


THE CUBAN-AMERICAN TRATADO ANALITICO 
Y CLAVE. | 
De Vocalizacion y Pronunciacion del Idioma Inglés Obra Especial y Unica, 
Ideada y Combinada por Lorenzo A. Ruiz, A.B., Profesor de Inglés, 
Ex-Alumno Graduado del Instituto Académico, Spring Hill College, near 
Mobile, Alabama, United States of America. 8vo. Cloth, $1.00. 


SANDS OF SAHARA. 
By Prof. Maxwell Somerville. With 30 full-page illustrations. In 


Press. 
| A BOOK OF VERSES. 
By Robert Loveman. Cloth, paper label, $1.00. 


Fiction. 
A NEW RACE DIPLOMATIST. 


A Novel of the American Colony in Paris. By Mrs. Jennie Bullard 
Waterbury. With 5 illustrations by Edouard Cucuel. 12mo. Cloth, 
$1.50. 

“Tt is seldom that so good a book as ‘A New Race Diplomatist’ comes 
as the second effort of an author. The plot is intricate and holds the reader’s 
interest from the first chapter to the last. It has to do with what threatens to 
be an international complication, and there is a strong undercurrent of 
thwarted love, of women’s folly, and of the endurance of true affection. It 
is a clean, sweet, wholesome book.”—Brooklyn Daily Eagle. 


ANDROMEDA. 
A New Novel. By Robert Buchanan. 12mo. Cloth, $1.25. 


“ There could scarcely be found a more thrilling romance than ‘Andro- 
meda.’ The reader eagerly follows the fortunes of not only the heroine 
‘Andromeda,’ but the young artist lover and the fierce, passionate, uncultured 
seaman lover and husband with deep interest, feeling a strong sympathy for 
each in turn.”—Burlington Hawk-eye. 


THE PURSUIT OF CAMILLA. 
By Clementina Black. In Lippincott’s Series of Select Novels for April, 
1900. 12mo. Paper, 50 cents. Cloth, $1.00. 


THE PEACEMAKERS. 
By John Strange Winter. In Lippincott’s Series of Select Novels for 
May, 1900. 12mo. Paper, 50 cents. Cloth, $1.00. 


A MILLIONAIRE OF YESTERDAY. 
By E. Phillips Oppenheim, author of “A Daughter of the Marionis,” 
“The Man and His Kingdom,” etc., etc. To be issued in Lippincott’s 
Series of Select Novels for June, 1900. 12mo. Paper, 50 cents. Cloth, 
$1.00. 


J. B. Lippincott Company’s Publications. 


LIFE’S TRIVIAL, ROUND. 


A New Novel by Rosa N. Carey. 12mo. Cloth, $1.25. 


Miss Carey has a well-merited reputation as a writer of light, pleasant, 
wholesome romance. Her books are distinguished by high tone, clear char- 
acterization, and bright humor, with never a dull page from beginning to 
end. 


Scientific. 


MINING ENGINEERS’ REPORT BOOK AND DI- 
RECTORS’ AND SHAREHOLDERS’ GUIDE 
TO MINING REPORTS. 


By Edwin R. Field, Member of the Institution of Mining and Metal- 
lurgy, London, etc., etc. Limp leather, pocket-book form, $1.50. 

Mining Engineers and Managers will find the suggestions in this book 
useful when reporting on mines and mining propositions, and the informa- 
tion will also be of assistance to Directors and others in investigating the 
value of mining properties. 


DAIRY CHEMISTRY. 


A Practical Hand-Book for Dairy Chemists and others having control of 
Dairies. By Henry Droop Richmond, F.I.C., Analyst to the Aylesbury 
Dairy Company, Limited. 8vo. Cloth. With numerous tables and 22 illus- 
trations. $4.00. 


The object of this work is to provide dairy chemists with a guide for 
the chemical control of dairy operations, and public analysts, medical 
officers, dairy farmers, and students with a practically useful manual. 


THE METALLURGY OF LEAD AND SILVER. 


By Henry F. Collins. Part I—Lead. Being one of a Series of Treatises 
on Metallurgy written by Associates of the Royal School of Mines. Edited 
by SIR W. C. ROBERTS-AUSTEN, K.C.B., D.C.L., F.R.S. Large 
8vo. Cloth. With numerous illustrations. $4.50. Part II.—Silver. Com- 
prising Details regarding the Sources and Treatment of Silver Ores, together 
with Descriptions of Plant, Machinery, and Processes of Manufacture, Re- 
fining of Bullion, Cost of Working, etc. Large 8vo. Cloth. Illustrated. 


$4.50. 

A TEXT-BOOK OF ORE AND STONE MINING. 
For the Use of Mine Owners, Mine Managers, Prospectors, and all interested 
in Ore and Stone Mining. By C. Le Neve Foster, B.A., D.Sc., F.R.S. 


Third Edition. With frontispiece and 716 illustrations. Large 8vo. Cloth, 
$10.00, net. 


J. B. Lippincott Company’s Publications. 


LUBRICATION AND LUBRICANTS. 


A Treatise on the Theory and Practice of Lubrication, and on the Nature, 
Properties, and Testing of Lubricants. By Leonard Archbutt, F.I.C., 
F.C.S., and R. Mountford Deeley, M.I.Mech.E., F.G.S. Large 8vo. 
$5.50, net. 

ConTENTS: Friction of Solids.—Liquid Friction, or Viscosity, and. 
Plastic Friction—Superficial Tension.—The Theory of Lubrication.—Lubri- 
cants.—Their Sources, Preparation, and Chief Properties—Physical Prop- 
erties and Methods of Examination of Lubricants.—Chemical Properties and 
Methods of Examination of Lubricants——The Systematic Testing of Lubri- 
cants by Physical and Chemical Methods.—The Mechanical Testing of Lubri- 
cants.—The Design and Lubrication of Bearings—The Lubrication of 
Machinery. 

“A scholarly volume, written in good form, and will prove valuable to 
engineers, and manufacturers.”—American Inventor, Washing- 
ton, 


Medical. 


INTERNATIONAL CLINICS. 
A Quarterly of Clinical Lectures and Especially Prepared Articles on Medi- 
cine, Neurology, Surgery, Therapeutics, Obstetrics, Pediatrics, Pathology, 
Dermatology, Diseases of the Eye, Ear, Nose, and Throat, and other topics 
of interest to students and practitioners, by leading members of the medical 
profession throughout the world. Edited by Henry W. Cattell, A.M., 
M.D., Philadelphia, U.S.A., Director of the Ayer Clinical Laboratory of the 
Pennsylvania Hospital, with the Collaboration of John Ashhurst, Jr.,M.D., 
LL.D., and Charles H. Reed, M.D., of Philadelphia, James T. Whit- 
taker, M.D., LL.D., of Cincinnati, Dr. George W. Crary, of Berlin, 
Germany. With regular correspondents in Montreal, London, Paris, Berlin, 
and Vienna. Vol. I.,; Tenth Series, now ready. Sold by Subscription only. 


A MANUAL OF OBSTETRICAL TECHNIQUE 


As Applied to Private Practice, with a Chapter on Abortion, Premature 
Labor, and Curettage. By Joseph Brown Cooke, M.D., New York, 
late Attending Physician St. Mary’s Free Hospital for Children, Out-Door- 
Department; late Attending Physician Northwestern Dispensary, Depart- 
ment of Diseases of Children; etc. Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth, $1.25. 

This Manual is written solely from the point of view of the private 
practitioner, and in the earnest hope that it will prove of benefit to those 
younger members of the medical profession who are just beginning the 
struggle against the adverse conditions so constantly encountered in the 
ordinary practice of midwifery. To this end the “hospital idea” has been 
entirely eliminated from the book, and the photographic plates and other 
illustrations, all of which have been made especially for this work, are de- 
signed to show the methods employed, not in a lying-in institution, but in 


the every-day work of the practising physician. 
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J. B. Lippincott Company 
Beg to announce that the following of their publications are once 
more in print, and the list will be added to each month as the 


books make their reappearance : 


Miscellaneous. 


A COMIC HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By Bill Nye. if Edition. lustrated. 8vo. Cloth,.. $1.25 
A re HISTORY OF GREECE. By C. M. Snyder. Second Edition. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. - 


A comic — OF THE UNITED STATES. By Bill Nye. Minth Edition. Illustrated. 
BVO. Cloth. 


ACROSS hon EVERGLADES. A Canoe Journey of Exploration. By Hugh L. Willoughby. 
Fourth Edition. Milustrated with map. Buckram, 2.00 
ANCIENT AND MODERN FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS. Crown 8vo, Clotha..........00.ssssseeee 2.00 
BOHEMIAN PARIS OF TO-DAY. Written by W. C. Morrow. From notes by Edouard Cucuel. 
Second Edition. Tlustrated by Edouard Cucuel. 8vo. Cloth, gilt top, ornamental binding......... 3-50 
BREWER’S DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown 8vo. Half morocco.............ssseeseeeseeees 2.50 
BREWER’S HISTORIC NOTE-BOOK. Crown 8vo. Half morocco. 3-50 
BREWER’S READER’S HAND-BOOK OF FACTS, CHARACT ERS, PLOTS, AND 
REFERENCES. Crown 8vo. Mew Edition. Half 3.50 
CHAMBERS’S BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. Crown 8vo. Half morocco.........ceccsecesssees 3-50 
CHAMBERS’S GAZETTEER OF THE WORLD. Crown 8vo. Half morocco.........0.sssessse 2.50 
CHITTY. BLACKSTONE’S COMMENTARIES. Two volumes. 8vo. Sheep... .......sssssceee 7.50 
COLONIAL DAYS AND DAMES. By Anne Hollingsworth Wharton. Lleventh Edition. Ilus- 
EDWARDS'S WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES. 12m. Half morocco, gilt 2.50 
EVOLUTION OF THE CONSTITUTION OF THE UNITED STATES (THE). bid Sydney 
George Fisher. Second Edition. 12m0. 1.50 
GRAPHIC SHORTHAND. By Charles R. Lippman. Second Edition. 8vo. Cloth.......cscscceossees 1.00 


HEIRLOOMS IN MINIATURES. By Anne Hollingsworth Wharton. With a chapter on Miniature 
Painting by Emily Drayton Taylor. Fourth dition. Illustrated. With frontispiece in color. 


Ornamental buckram, gilt top, deckle edges, $3.00; three-quarters levant..............0+ 6.00 
HISTORICAL TALES. By Charles Morris. America (Minth Edition). England (Seventh Edi- 

tion). Germany (Fifth Edition), French (fifth Edition). Greece ( Third Edition). Rome 

( Third Edition). Japan and China (Second Edition). Russia (Second mee Spain (Second 


LIFE OF CHARLES JARED INGERSOLL. By Wm. M. Meigs. Second Edition. With two 
photogravure portraits. Large 12m0. Cloth, gilt top .........sssssssessecccseererseceneseesecserereseeees 1.50 


LITERARY HAUNTS AND HOMES OF AMERICAN AUTHORS. wa Theodore F. Wolfe, 
M.D., Ph.D. Third Edition. ne 12mo. Crushed buckram, gilt top, deckle edges, 


$1.25 ; half calf or half 3-00 
LITERARY SHRINES. A LITERARY PILGRIMAGE. By Theodore F. Wolfe, M.D., 
Ph.D. Zhirteenth Edition. Twovolumes. 12mo. Crushed buckram, gilt top, deckle edges, 
$2.50; half calf or half morocco, $6.00. Sold separately. 
MAKING OF PENNSYLVANIA (THE). By Sydney George Fisher. /i/th Edition. 12mo. . 


MANUAL OF NORTH AMERICAN BIRDS. For the Naturalist and Sportsman. By Robert 
Ridgway. New Second Edition. Enlarged and Revised. Royal 8vo. Library Edition, extra cloth 7.50 


MEN, WOMEN, AND MANNERS IN COLONIAL TIMES. By Sydney George Fisher. 
Third Edition. T\lustrated with 4 photogravures and numerous head and tail sketches in each 


volume. Two volumes. Cloth, in a bOX..... ...... 3-00 
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MOTHER GOOSE’S NURSERY RHYMES. With 250 illustrations by F. Opper. (Second Edi- 
tion.) 320 pages. 8vo. Cloth, ornamental... 


MYTHS AND LEGENDS BEYOND OUR BORDERS. By Charles M. Skinner. 7Zhird Edi- 
tion. Four photogravure illustrations. 12mo. Cloth, gilt top, $1.50; half calf or half morocco.. 


MYTHS AND LEGENDS OF OUR NEW POSSESSIONS. By Charles M. Skinner. Second 
Edition. Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth, gilt top, $1.50; half calf or half morocco. 


MYTHS AND LEGENDS OF OUR OWN LAND. By Charles M. Skinner. /ifth Edition. 
Illustrated. Two volumes. Cloth, gilt top, $3.00; half calf or half morocco, 

NATIONAL ACCOUNTANT, THE. By J. C. Smith, A.M. 8vo. Cloth 

OUR ISLAND EMPIRE. By Charles Morris. A Hand-Book of Cuba, Porto Rico, Hawaii, and 
Philippine Islands. 12mo. Cloth 

PHONO-RHYTHMIC METHOD OF FRENCH PRONUNCIATION, ACCENT, AND 
DICTION. French and English. By Marie and Jeannie Yersin. Third Edition. 12mo. 
Cloth... . 


PIKE AND CUTLASS. HERO TALES OF OUR NAVY. Written and fully illustrated by 
George Gibbs. Second Edition. Cloth, 


POEMS. By Robert Loveman. 16mo. Cloth 
SHARSWOOD’S BLACKSTONE. Two volumes, 8vo. 
SYMPHONIES AND THEIR MEANING. By Philip H. chisel Third Edition. Cloth, deckle 


THE ADVENTURES OF LOUIS DE ROUGEMONT. As told by himself. Mew Laition. 
Crown 8vo. meee 

THE BIBLE IN COURT. By Joseph Evans Sagebeer. Second Edition. 16mo. 

THE GROWTH OF THE CONSTITUTION IN THE FEDERAL CONVENTION OF 1787. 
By William M. Meigs. Second Edition. 8vo. Cloth.. 

THE LIFE OF BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. By Hon. John Bigelow. New Fourth Edition. 
Revised and corrected, Three volumes, Crown 8vo, Extra cloth.. 


THE NEW CHAMBERS’S ENCYCLOPAEDIA. Zhe New Illustrated Edition. Ten volumes. 
Imperial 8vo. By subscription only. 


THE TRUE BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. By Sydney George Fisher. Third Edition. With a new 
Preface and an important Appendix. Crown 8vo. Cloth, $2.00; half levant 


THE TRUE GEORGE WASHINGTON. By Paul Leicester Ford. Zighth Edition. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, $2.00; half levant....... 


THE TRUE WILLIAM PENN. By Sydney George Fisher. Second Edition. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, $2.00; half levant 
THROUGH COLONIAL DOORWAYS. By Anne Hollingsworth Wharton. Sixteenth Edition. 
Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth.....coc 
TYPE-WRITING AND BUSINESS CORRESPONDENCE. By O. R. Palmer. New Revised 
Edition. 8vo. Cloth 
DISTRIBUTION. By Charles Macfarlane, Ph.D. Second Edition. 8vo. 
oth, uncut 
oe EDITION OF SHAKESPEARE. Edited by Horace Howard Furness, Ph.D., 
, L.H.D. Royal 8vo volumes. Superfine toned paper. Extra cloth, uncut edges, gilt 
ABouT NOTHING. THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
THE TEMPEST. THE WINTER’S TALE. © 
ROMEO AND JULIET. A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’s DREAM. 


HAMLET (2 vols. ). OTHELLO. 
Kine LEar. As You Like Ir. 
MACBETH. 


WALSH’S CURIOSITIES OF POPULAR CUSTOMS. Crown 8vo, Half morocco,...sssssesere 
WALSH’S HANDY-BOOK OF LITERARY CURIOSITIES, Crown 8vo. Half morocco...... 
WRITER’S HAND-BOOK (THE). Crown 8vo. Half morocco... 


6.00 
3.00 
1.50 
1.10 
1.50 
1.00. 
6.00 
2.00 
1.50 
1.25 
2.50 
4-50 
... 
5.00 
1.25 
1.00 
2.50 
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Educational. 


ARNOLD, Helen. Practice in Parsing and Analysis. Mew Edition. 12mo. a 

BERT, Paul, First Steps in Scientific Knowledge. Adapted and arranged for American Schools. 
Book I.—Animals, Plants, Stones, and Soils... 

JI.—Physics, Chemistry, Animal Physiology, and Vegetable Physiology 

Complete in one volume. 375 pages. 16m0. 

BOYER, CHAS. C., Ph.D. Principles and Methods of Teaching. Crown 8vo. Cloth 

CHAUVENET, William. Elements of Geometry. 12mo. Cloth...... 1.40 

—— Treatise of Elementary Geometry. Byerly Edition. 12mo. Cloth. 1.20 

COLLINS, Rev. W. fins M.A. Ancient Classics for English Readers. Virgil. 16mo. Cloth .50 


CUTTER, John C., B.Sc, M.D. Beginner’s Physiology. Small 12mo. Cloth. Illustrated _ +30 
—— Intermediate Physiology. Small 12mo. Cloth. Illustrated. .50 


—— Comprehensive Anatomy, Physiology, and Hygiene. 375 pages. 140iillustrations. 12mo. Cloth 1.00 


De MONTIMAHON and yA Short Course on Zoology. ineenange by W. H. Greene, M.D. 
BEAUREGARD, H. Cloth “75 


GREENE, William H., M.D. in Second Edition. revised by 
Hany F. Kellar, Ph.D. 12mo. Half roan 1.00 
MORRIS, Charles. A Primary History of the United States. Illustrated. 12mo. busasseessecces-~ 360 
—— The Young Student’s History of the United States. Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth...... “75 
— A History of the United States of America. Its People and its Institutions. 
trated. School Edition. Half leather.......... Se 
— Historical Tales. America (Ninth Edition). England (Seventh Edition). Germany (Fifth 
Edition). French (/ifth Edition). Greece ( Third Edition). Rome ( Third Edition). Japan 
and China (Second Edition). Russia (Second Edition). Spain (Second Edition). School 
PERRIN, Prof. L. Drill-book in Algebra. 16mo. Cloth, $0.60; teacher’s 


RAWLINS, J. Morgan. Lippincott’s Mental Arithmetic. 12mo. Cloth. ..... 
— Lippincott’s Elementary Arithmetic. 12mo. Cloth 


— Lippincott’s Practical Arithmetic. 12m0. 


SCHIMITZ, J. Adolph, A.[1., and Hermann , J. German Grammar. 12mo. 

SHARPLESS, Prof. S.\ Astronomy. Mew Revised Edition. 12mo. 

PHILIPS, Prof. G. [M. 5 Natural Philosophy. Mew Revised Edition. 

WORCESTER’S Primary Dictionary. New J/lustrated Edition. Half leather 
— Academic Dictionary. $1.50. Half Russia.. 
— Comprehensive Dictionary. Mew I/lustrated Edition. morocco, $2.50 ; half leather...... 
—— New School Dictionary. Half leather. 


Scientific. 


A TEXT-BOOK OF CHEMISTRY. By Samuel P. Sadtler, Ph.D., F.C.S., and Virgil Coblentz, 
Ph.D., F.C.S. Revised and Enlarged Edition, in two volumes. Illustrated. Vol. I.  8vo. 
Cloth, net, $3.50; sheep, nét.. 

A TEXT-BOOK OF HORSESHOING. By A. Lungwitz. Translated from the Zighth German 
Edition by John W. Adams, A.B., V.M.D. Illustrated. 8vo. Cloth, net secre 

CHEMICAL ANALYSIS OF IRON, THE. By Andrew Alexander Blair. Zhird Edition. Illus- 
trated. 8vo. Cloth....... ee 
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ECONOMIC ENTOMOLOGY. By John B. Smith, Sc.D. Illustrated. 8vo. Cloth 


THE EXTERIOR OF THE HORSE. By Armand Goubaux and Gustave Barrier. ‘Translated from 
the French and edited by Simon J. J. Harger, V.M.D. Illustrated. Large 8vo. Cloth. ........... 6,00 


WONDERS OF MODERN MECHANISM. By Charles Henry Cochrane. New and Enlarged 
Edition. Illustrated. 12m0. 1.50 


Fiction. 


A MAN: HIS MARK. By W.C. Morrow. Second Edition. With frontispiece. 12mo. Cloth... $1. AG 
A TRIPLE ENTANGLEMENT. By Mrs. Burton Harrison. Second Edition. Tustrated. 12mo. 


AT ODDS. By the Baroness Tautphceus. 12mo. 

BARABBAS. A DREAM OF THE WORLD’S TRAGEDY. By Marie Corelli. Fourteenth 
Edition. 12mo. Cloth 

CAMEOS. By Marie Corelli. /ifth Edition. 

CHALMETTE. By Clinton Ross. Mew Edition. Paper. 


DUCHESS”? NOVELS (THE). 


Peter’s Wife. The Hoyden. Lady Patty. A Point of Conscience. A Lonely 
Maid. The Coming of Chloe. An Unsatisfactory Lover. 12mo. Per volume, 


GENERAL KING’S MILITARY NOVELS. 


Captain Blake. Under Fire. The General’s Double. The Colonel’s Daughter. 
Marion’s Faith. Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth, per 


Kitty’s Conquest. Laramie. Starlight Ranch, and Other Stories. Captain Close, 
and Sergeant Creesus. The Deserter, and From the Ranks. Two peeve A 
Soldier’s Secret, and An Army Portia. 12mo. Paper, $0.50; cloth.......ccccccccssesseee 1.00 
JOHN STRANGE WINTER’S NOVELS. | 
Aunt Johnnie, A Magnificent Young Man, The Other Man’s Wife, Intc an 
Unknown Worli, Heart and Sword, Truth Tellers, Only Human, Every Inch 
a Soldier. 12mo. Per volume, paper, $0.50; cloth... 
A Name to Conjure With. 12mo. Cloth 
MISS CARMICHAEL’S CONSCIENCE. By Baroness Von Hutten. Szcond Edition. With 
frontispiece. 12mo. Cloth. 
MIR., MISS, AND IIRS. By Charles Bloomingdale, Jr. 
ON BOTH SIDES. By F.C. Baylor. 12mo. 
QUICK OR THE DEAD? (THE). By Amélie Rives. 
QUITS. By the Baroness Tautphceus. 12mo. 
ROSA N. CAREY’S NOVELS. 
The Mistress of Brae Farm. Mollie’s Prince. 12mo. Per volume, cloth 1.25 


But Men Must Work. Mrs. Romney. The Old, Old Story. Sir Godfrey’s 
Grand-Daughters. 12mo. Per volume, paper, $0.50; cloth... 1.00 


TAMING OF THE JUNGLE. By Dr. C. W. Doyle. Fourth Edition. 12mo. 1.00 
THE FOX-WOMAN. By John Luther Long. Second Edition. With frontispiece. . 1.25 
THE INITIALS. By the Baroness Tautphceus. 12mo. 1.00 
THE MIGHTY ATOM. By Marie Corelli. 12mo. Paper, $0.50; red buckram... 1.25 
THE SHADOW OF QUONG LUNG. By Dr. C. W. Doyle. Second Edition. 12mo. Cloth, extra 1.25 
THE SIGN OF THE CROSS. By Wilson Barrett. ighth Edition. With frontispiece. 12mo. Cloth 1.50 
THE STEP-MOTHER. By Mrs. Alexander. 12mo. 1.25 


THE pee WIDE WORLD. By Susan Warner. Lippincott’s Popular Library. 12mo. Cloth, 
gi t top x °75 
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Juvenile. 


AN INDEPENDENT DAUGHTER. By Amy E. Blanchard. [Illustrated. 12mo. $1.25 
DOCTOR LUTTRELL’S FIRST PATIENT. By Rosa N. Carey. [llustrated. 12mo. Cloth... 1.25 
| LIPPINCOTT’S POPULAR BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 12mo. Illustrated. Per volume. Cloth... 1.00 


By Mrs. Molesworth. Olivia. Philippa. Meg Langholme. 

ir By J. E. Muddock. Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

} By A. M. Richards. New Alice in Old Wonderland. 

| By George Macdonald. Princess and Goblin. Princess and Curdie. 

By Laura T. Catalina. 

| By Amy E. Blanchard. Betty of Wye. Girls Together. Two Girls. 

LITTLE MISS MUFFET. By Rosa N, Carey. Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth tm 


MY LADY FRIVOL. By Rosa N. Carey. Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth. 1.25 
| THE BRAHMINS’ TREASURE. By George A. Henty. Illustrated, Large 12mo. Cloth....... 1.50 


| THE YOUNG MASTER OF HYSON wee By Frank R. Stockton. Illustrated. Large 
12mo. Cloth 1.50 


Medical. 


HOGAN, Louise E. How to Feed Children. 12mo. Cloth. ; $1.00 
JACOBI, A., M.D. Therapeutics of Infancy and Childhood. Mew Second Edition, Revised, 8vo. 
KEATING (J. “Maternity, Infancy, Childhood 12mo. Extra cloth.. 1.00 
LIPPINCOTT’S POCKET MEDICAL DICTIONARY. Prepared by Ryland W. Greene, B.A. 
! Full leather, limp, $1.00; with index 1.25 
MARSHALL, John, M.D. Medicus’ Qualitative Analysis. 8vo. Cloth 1.50 
MEIGS, Arthur V., M.D. The Origin of Disease. Second Edition. Wlustrated. 8vo. Cloth. 
h Sold by subscription only. 
i MITCHELL, S. Weir, [1.D. Wear and Tear. 16mo. Cloth 1.00 
i — Doctor and Patient. 12mo. Cloth. 1.50 
— Fat and Blood. New (Seventh) Edition, Revised. 12mo. Cloth. 1.50 
f PIERSOL, George A., [1.D. Text-Book of Normal Histology. Sixth Edition. Illustrated. 
i 8vo. Cloth, $3.50; sheep 4.00 
| REMINGTON, Joseph F., Ph.I'1., F.C.S. The Practice of Pharmacy. Third Edition, Enlarged 
q and Thoroughly Revised. Mlustrated. Large 8vo. Cloth, $6.00; sheep 6.50 


SUPPLEMENT TO KEATING’S CYCLOPAEDIA OF THE DISEASES OF CHILDREN. 
f Medical and Surgical. Volume V. Edited by William A. Edwards, M.D. One octavo volume. 
; Illustrated. Sold by subscription. Cloth, $6.00; sheep, $7.00; half Russia ...... .....scccsseeoees 8.00 


q SYSTEF1 OF DISEASES OF THE EYE. By American, British, Dutch, French, German, and 
i Spanish Authors. Edited by William F. Norris, A.M., M.D., and Charles A. Oliver, A. M., 

j M.D. Illustrated. Completed in four handsome imperial octavo volumes, 8vo. Sold by 

subscription. Per volume, cloth, $5.00; sheep, $6.00; half leather........... 6.50 
j THE PRACTICE OF SURGERY. By Henry R. Wharton, M.D., and B. Farquhar Curtis, M.D. 

; New Revised Edition. Profusely illustrated. Sold by subscription. Cloth, $6.50; sheep, 

i THE UNITED STATES ote Eighteenth Edition, Edited, Revised, and Re- 

| written by H. C. Wood, M.D., LL.D., Joseph P. Remington, Ph.M., F.C.S., F.L.S., Samuel P. 
Sadtler, Ph.D., F.C.S. Thoroughly Revised. Cloth, extra, $7. 00 ; best leather, raised 


bands, $8.00; half Russia, raised 9.00 
1 WILSON, James C., [1.D. A Clinical Chart. Price, per pack of 50 charts, net 50 
i —— Fever Nursing. Third Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 12mo. Cloth 1.00 
— The Compltte Medical Pocket-Formulary and s Vade-Mecum. Revised Edition. Pocket- 

; book form. Bound in leather — 1.75 
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LIPPINCOT?T’S MAGAZINE. ADVERTISER. 


General Charles King’s 
Military Novels. 


“As descriptions of life at an army post and the vicissitudes, trials, and 
heroisms of army life on the plains in what are called ‘times of peace,’ the 
novels of Captain King are worthy of a high and permanent place in American — 
literature. They will hereafter take rank with Cooper’s novels as distinctively 
American works of fiction."—Army and Navy Register, Washington, D. C. 


THE GENERAL’S DOUBLE. 
UNDER FIRE. 

THE COLONEL’S DAUGHTER. 
MARION’S FAITH. 

FOES IN AMBUSH. (Paper, 50 cents. ) 


CAPTAIN BLAKE. 
Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth, $1.25 per volume. 


WARING’S PERIL, 
A TROOPER GALAHAD. 
TRIALS OF A STAFF OFFICER. 


12mo. Cloth, $1.00 per volume. 


KITTY’S CONQUEST. 

STARLIGHT RANCH, AND OTHER 
STORIES. 

LARAMIE; OR, THE QUEEN OF 
BEDLAM. 

THE DESERTER, AND FROM THE 


RANKS. 


12mo. Paper, 50 cents; cloth, $1.00 per 
volume. 


TWO SOLDIERS, AND DUNRAVEN 
RANCH. 

A SOLDIER’S SECRET, AND AN 
ARMY PORTIA. 


CAPTAIN CLOSE, AND SERGEANT 
CRCESUS. 
Izmo. Paper, 50 cents; cloth, $1.00 per 
volume. 


A TAME SURRENDER. 


RAY’S RECRUIT. 
Illustrated. 16mo. Polished buckram, 75 
cents per volume. 
EDITOR OF 
THE COLONEL’S CHRISTMAS DIN- 
NER, AND OTHER STORIES. 
12mo. Paper,.50 cents; cloth, $1.25 per 
volume. 
AN INITIAL EXPERIENCE, AND | 
OTHER STORIES. 
CAPTAIN DREAMS, AND OTHER 


STORIES. 


12mo. Paper, 50 cents; cloth, $1.00 per 
volume. 


Sold by all Booksellers, or will be sent, postpaid by 


J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, 


PUBLISHERS, 


PHILADELPHIA. 


In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIpPpINcoTT’s. 17 , 


LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


NEW RACE 
DIPLOMATIST 


‘¢It is seldom that so good a book as ‘A New Race Diplomatist’ comes 
as the second effort of an author. The plot is intricate, and holds the reader’s 
- attention from the first chapter to the last. It has to do with what threatens 
to be an international complication, and there is a strong undercurrent of 
thwarted love, of woman’s folly, and of the endurance of true affection. The 
author, Jennie Bullard Waterbury, has not relied upon what must have been 
an intimate acquaintance with the life depicted in her story, but has set to 
work in the most patient and careful manner to weave the incidents into a 
coherent drama so that the motives are probable, and the sequence of events 
natural. She has given a faithful picture and a pleasing one of diplomatic 
life as seen by an American legation abroad. Stephen Markoe is a strong 
character, a masterly creation. The ability to draw two such characters as 
Stephen Markoe and Ferdinand Lamballe denotes talent of a very high order. 
It is hard to predict which of the books that are put forth in any season will _ 
prove a success, but ‘A New Race Diplomatist’ well deserves to be. It isa 
clean, sweet, wholesome book, breathing the spirit that, in spite of the cor- 
ruption of political life in every country under the sun, nevertheless actuates 
both men and women everywhere, who are thus the salvation of the lands 
they hold dear.’’— Brooklyn Daily Eagle. 


‘‘ This story of fashionable life in Washington, New York, and Paris is 
full of action and plot. The go-ahead spirit of America and Americans is in 
full evidence ; the dialogue is full of vivacity ; the characters are well drawn, 
and the situations always interesting. The scene between husband and wife, 
towards the end of the novel, is an excellent example of the author’s skill at 
its best. It is a most excellent, artistically written, and most readable 
novel.’’——Bostox Gazette. 


| By JENNIE BULLARD WATERBURY 


Second edition. With five illustrations by 
Edouard Cucuel. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50. 


SOLD By ALL BOOK. J, B, LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 


SELLERS. 


SENT, PosTPaIp, B8 PUBLISHERS, PHILADELPHIA 
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LIPPINOOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


PARIS 


TO-DAY 


WRITTEN BY - 


W. C. MORROW 


FROM NOTES BY 


EDOUARD CUCUEL 


Illustrated with one hundred and 

six pen drawings by Edouard 

Cucuel. Cloth, gilt top, orna- 
mental binding, $3.50 


‘It is a unique volume of its kind. It 
cannot fail to be of interest to the foreign 
tourist in the gay French capital who had 
imagined that he ‘knew it all,’ and yet 
felt that there was sometlting lacking.’’— 
Times, New York. = 

Comparatively few of the people who 
visit Paris are ever initiated into the mys- 
teries of the Latin Quarter and Montmar- 
tre. They, as well as the more unfortunate 
people who are compelled to remain at 
home, will be made free of ‘Bohemian 
Paris of To-Day’ by means of this de- 
lightful and vivacious work.’’— Press, 
Philadelphia. 

‘*To an American intending to depart 
to Paris to study, nothing can be more use- 
ful than this work. Mr. Morrow’s keen 
observation has not permitted a point to 
befool him, and he has transcribed the 
Bohemian quarters with laudable perspic- 
uity and exactness. His pen is charm- 
ingly aided by the pencil of Mr. Edouard 
Cucuel.’’— Boston Courier. 


FOR ALL THOSE WHO VISIT PARIS THIS YEAR 
AND FOR ALL THOSE WHO CAN ONLY READ ABOUT IT 


‘« A great many books have been written 
about the life of the art students in Paris, 
but this book, it can be said frankly, sur- 
passes all its rivals in vivacity and fidelity. 
The value of this book is that it comes 
from the hand of a man who has actively 
lived the life of an art student in Paris. 
The book, therefore, is a frank, matter- 
of-fact exhibition of student life in Paris 
from the student’s view-point,—the good 
and the bad. Everything is related with 
engaging, charming frankness. The stu- 
dios, the balls, the cafés, cabarets, lodging- 
houses, and dance halls all are described 
vividly, with neither toning up or toning 
down. The drawings with which the book 
is illustrated are as frank and yet charm- 
ing as the text is. The combination of 
the two is the most fascinating study of 
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RAY’S DAUGHTER 


BY GENERAL CHARLES KING, U.S.V. 
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TT long June day was drawing to its close. Hot and strong the 


slanting sunbeams beat upon the grimy roofs of the train and 

threw distorted shadows over the sand and sage-brush that 
stretched to the far horizon. Dense and choking, from beneath the 
whirring wheels, the dust-clouds rose in tawny billows that enveloped 
the rearmost coaches and, mingling with the black smoke of the “double- 
header” engines, rolled away in the dreary wake. East and west, north 
and south, far as the eye could reach, hemmed by low, dun-colored 
ridges or sharply outlined crests of remote mountain range, in life- 
less desolation the landscape lay outspread to the view. Southward, 
streaked with white fringe of alkali, the flat monotone of sand and 
ashes blended with the flatter, flawless surface of a wide-spreading, 
ash-colored inland lake, its shores dotted at intervals with the bleach- 
ing bones of cattle and seamed with ancient wagon-tracks unwashed 
by not so much as a single drop from the cloudless heavens since their 
first impress on the sinking soil. Here and there along the right of 
way—a right no human being would care to dispute were the way 
ten times its width—some drowsing lizards, sprawling in the sunshine 
along the ties, roused at the sound and tremor of the coming train 
to squirm off into the sage-brush. But no sign of animation had been 
seen since the crossing of the big divide near Promontory. The long, 
winding train, made up of mail-, express-, baggage-, emigrant-, and 
smoking-cars, “ tourists’ coaches,” and huge sleepers at the rear, with 
a “diner” midway in the chain, was packed with gasping humanity 

808 


804 Ray’s Daughter 


westward bound for the far Pacific—the long, long, tortuous climb 
to the snow-capped Sierras ahead, the parched and baking valley of 
the Great Salt Lake long, dreary miles behind. It was early June of 
the year 98, and the war with Spain was on. 

There had been some delay at Ogden. The trains from the East 
over the Union Pacific and the Denver and Rio Grande came in 
crowded, and the resources of the Southern Pacific were suddenly taxed 
beyond the expectation of its officials. Troops had been whirling west- 
ward throughout the week, absorbing much of the rolling-stock, and 
the empty cars were being rushed east again from Oakland Pier; 
but the nearest were still some hundreds of miles from this point 
of transfer when a carload of recruits was dumped upon the broad 
platform, and the Superintendent scratched his head, and screwed 
up the corner of his mouth, and asked an assistant how in a hotter 
place than even Salt Lake Valley the road could expect him to for- 
ward troops without delay “when the road took away the last car in 
the yard getting those Iowa boys out.” 

“There ain’t nuthin’ left ’cept that old tourist that’s been rustin’ 
and kiln-dryin’ up ’longside the shops since last winter,” said the 
junior helplessly. ‘Shall we have her out?” 

“Guess you’ll have to,” was the answer. “It’s that or nothin’ ;” 
and the boss turned on his heel and slammed the office door behind _ 
him. “Ten to one,” said he, “there’ll be a kick comin’ when the boys 
see what they’ve got to ride in, an’ I’ll let Jim take the kick.” 

The kick had come as predicted, but availed nothing. A score of 
lusty young patriots were the performers, but, being destined for 
service in the regulars, they had neither senator nor State official to 
“wire” to in wrathful protest, as was usual on such occasions. The 
Superintendent would have thought twice before ever suggesting that 
car as a component part of the train bearing the volunteers from 
Nebraska, Colorado, or Iowa so recently shipped over the road. “They 
could have made it hot for the management,” said he. But these 
fellows, these waifs, were from no State or place in particular. They 
hadn’t even an officer with them, but were hurrying on to their desti- 
nation under command of a veteran gunner, “lanced” for the pur- 
pose at the recruiting station. He had done his best for his men. 
Ruefully they looked through the dust-covered interior and inspected 
the muddy trucks and brake-gear. “She wheezes like she had bron- 
chitis,” said the Corporal, “and the inside’s a cross between a hen- 
coop and coal-bin. You ain’t going to run that old rookery for a 
car, are you?” 

“Best we’ve got,” was the curt reply. Yet the yardman shook 
his head as he heard the squeal of the rusty journals, and ordered 
his men to pack in fresh waste and “touch ’em up somehow.” Any 
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man who had spent a week about a railway could have prophesied 
“hot boxes” before that coach had run much more than its own length, 
but it wouldn’t do for an employé to say so. The Corporal looked 
appealingly at his fellow-passengers of the Rio Grande train. There 
were dozens of them stretching their legs and strolling about the plat- 
form, after getting their hand-luggage transferred and seats secured, 
but there was no one in position or authority to interpose. Some 
seemed to feel no interest. 

“Get your rations and plunder aboard,” he ordered, turning sud- 
denly to his party, and, loading up with blankets, overcoats, haver- 
sacks, and canteens, the recruits speedily took possession of their new 
quarters, forced open the jammed windows to let out the imprisoned 
and overheated air, piled their boxes of hard bread and stacks of tinned 
meat at the ends and their scant soldier goods and chattels in the rude 
sections, then tumbled out again upon the platform to enjoy, while 
yet there was time, the freedom of the outer air, despite the torrid 
heat of the mid-day sunshine. . 

In knots of three or four they sauntered about, their hands deep 
in their empty pockets, their boyish eyes curiously studying the signs 
and posters, or wistfully peering through the screened doors at the 
temptations of the bar and lunch counter or the shaded windows of 
the dining-room, where luckier fellow-passengers were taking their fill 
of the good cheer afforded. ‘Two of the number, dressed like the rest in 
blue flannel shirts, with trousers of lighter hue and heavier make, fan- 
ning their heated faces with their drab, broad-brimmed campaign hats, 
swung off the rear end of the objectionable car, and with a quick glance 
about them, started briskly down the track to where the “ diner” and 
certain sleepers of the Southern Pacific were being shunted about. 

“Come back here, you fellers!” shouted the Corporal, catching 
sight of the pair. “ You don’t know how soon this here train may 
start. Come back, I say,” he added emphatically, as the two, looking 
first into each others’ eyes, seemed to hesitate. Then, with sullen, 
downcast face, the nearer turned and slowly obeyed. The other, a 
bright, merry youngster, whose white teeth gleamed as he laughed his 
reply, still stood in his tracks. 

“We're only going to the dining-car, Corporal,” he shouted. “That’s 
going with us, so we can’t be left.” 

“You’ve got no business in the dining-car, Mellen; that’s not for 
your sort, or mine, for that matter,” was the Corporal’s ultimatum. 
And with a grin still expanding his broad mouth, the recruit addressed 
as Mellen came reluctantly sauntering in the trail of his comrade, who 
had submitted in silence and yet not without a shrug of protest. It 
was to the latter the Corporal spoke when the two had rejoined their 
associates. 


806 Ray’s Daughter 


“ You’ve got sense enough to know you’re not wanted at that diner, 
Murray, whether Mellen has or not. That’s no place for empty pockets. 
What took you there ?” 

“Wanted a drink, and you said ‘keep away from the bar-room,’ ” 
answered Murray briefly, his gray eyes glancing about from man to 
man in the group, resting for just a second on the form and features of 
one who stood a little apart, a youth of twenty-one years probably. 
“Tt was Foster’s treat,” he added, and that remark transferred the at- 
tention of the party at the instant to the youngster on the outskirts. 

He had been leaning with folded arms against a lamp-post, looking 
somewhat wearily up the long platform to where in pairs or little 
groups the passengers were strolling, men and women both, seeking 
relief from the constraint and stiffness of the long ride by rail. He. 
had an interesting—even a handsome—face, and his figure was well 
knit, well proportioned. His eyes were a dark, soft brown, with very 
long, curving lashes, his nose straight, his mouth finely curved, soft 
and sensitive. His throat was full, round, and at the base very white 
and fair, as the unfastened and flapping shirt-collar now enabled one 
to see. His hands, too, were soft and white, showing that at least one 
of the twenty came not from the ranks of the toilers. His shoes were 
of finer make than those of his comrades, and the handkerchief so 
loosely knotted at the opening of the coarse blue shirt was of handsome 
and costly silk. He had been paying scant attention to his surround- 
ings, and was absorbed, evidently, in his watch on the tourists up the 
platform when recalled to himself by the consciousness that all eyes 
were upon him. 

“ What’s this about your treatin’, Foster?” asked the Corporal. 

For a week he had felt sure the boy had money, and not a little. 
Nothing would have persuaded him to borrow a cent of Foster or any- 
body else, but others, and plenty of them, had no such scruples. 

The young recruit turned slowly. He seemed reluctant to quit his 
scrutiny of his fellow-passengers. The abrupt tone and manner of the 
accustomed regular, too, jarred upon him. It might be the Corporal’s 
prerogative so to address his charges, but this one didn’t like it, and 
meant to show that he didn’t. His money at least was his own, and he 
could do with it as he liked. The answer did not come until the ques- 
tion had been asked twice. Then in words as brief and manner as blunt 
he said,— 

“ Why shouldn’t I?” 

Corporal Connelly stood a second or two without venturing a word, 
looking steadfastly at the young soldier, whose attitude was unchanged 
and whose eyes were again fixed on the distant group, as though in weary 
disdain of those about him. Then Connelly took half a dozen quick, 
springy steps that landed him close to the unmoved recruit. 
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“You’ve two things to learn among two thousand, Foster,” said he 
in low, firm voice. “One is to keep your money, and the other, your 
temper. I spoke for your good principally, but if you’ve been ladling 
out money to be spent in liquor, I say stop it. There’s to be no whiskey 
in that car.” 

“Nobody wants it less than I do,” said Foster wearily. “Why 
didn’t you keep it out of the other?” 

“ Because I never knew till it was gone. How much money did you 
give Murray—and why?” and Connelly’s eyes were looking straight 
into those of Foster as he spoke, compelling respect for sturdy man- 
hood. 

“A dollar, I believe,” was the languid answer, “and because he 
asked it.” And again the lad’s gaze wandered off along the platform. 

The switch engine was busily at work making up the train, and 
brakemen were signalling up and down the line. The dining-car, fol- 
lowed by some ponderous sleepers, came gliding slowly along the rails 
and brought up with a bump and jar against the buffers of the old 
tourists’ ark assigned the recruits. Somewhere up at the thronged 
station a bell began to jangle, followed by a shout of “ All aboard!” 

“Tumble in, you men,” ordered Connelly, and at the moment there 
came a general movement of the crowd in their direction. The pas- 
sengers of the sleepers were hurrying to their assigned places, some with 
flushed faces and expostulation. They thought their cars should have 
come to them. 

“Tt’s because our train is so very long,” explained the brakeman 

to some ladies he was assisting up the steps. “ We’ve twice as many 
cars as usual. Yours is the next car, ma’am; the one behind the 
diner.” 
The recruit, Foster, had started, but slowly, when in obedience to 
the Corporal’s order his fellows began to move. He was still looking, 
half in search, half in expectation, towards the main entrance of the 
station building. But the instant he became aware of the movement 
in his direction on part of the passengers he pushed ahead past several 
of the party; he even. half shoved aside one of their number who had 
just grasped the hand-rail of the car, then sprang lightly past him and 
disappeared within the door-way. There, half hidden by the gloom of 
the interior, he stood well back from the grimy windows, yet peering 
intently through at the swiftly passing crowd. 

Suddenly he stooped, recoiled, and seated himself in the opposite 
section while his comrades came filing rapidly in, and at the moment 
a tall young officer in dark uniform, a man perhaps of twenty-five, with 
a singularly handsome face and form, strode past the window, scrupu- 
lously acknowledged Connelly’s salute, and then, glancing about, saw 
the heads and shoulders of a dozen soldiers at the windows. 
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“Why, what detachment is this, Corporal ?” he asked. “ We brought 
no troops on our train.” 

“Recruits —th Cavalry, sir,” was the ready answer. “ We came 
by way of Denver.” 

“ Ah, yes; that explains it. Who’s in command?” And the tall 
officer looked about him as though in search of kindred rank. 

“We have no officer with us, sir,” said Connelly diplomatically. 
“ T’m—in charge.” 

“You'll have to hurry, sir,” spoke the brakeman at the moment. 
“ Jump on the diner, if you like, and go through.” 

The officer took the hint and sprang to the steps. There he turned 
and faced the platform again just as the train began to move. 

A little group, two ladies and a man of middle age, stood directly 
opposite him, closely scanning the train, and all on a sudden their faces 
beamed, their glances were directed, their hands waved towards him. 

“Good-by! Good-by! Take good care of yourself! Wire from 
Sacramento!” were their cries, addressed apparently to his head, and 
turning quickly, he found himself confronting a young girl standing 
smiling on the platform of the dining-car, her tiny feet about on a 
level with his knees; yet he had hardly to cast an upward glance, for 
her beaming, beautiful face was but a trifle higher than = own. In 
all his life he had never seen one so pretty. 

_ Realizing that he stood between this fair traveller and the friends 
who were there to wish her god-speed ; recognizing, too, with the swift 
intuition of his class, the possibility of establishing relations on his own 
account, the young soldier snatched off his new forage-cap, briefly said, 
“JT beg your pardon; take my place,” and, swinging outward, trans- 
ferred himself to the rear of the recruit car, thereby causing the Cor- 
poral to recoil upon a grinning squad of embryo troopers who were 
shouting jocular farewell to the natives, and getting much in the way 
of train-hands who were busy straightening out the bell-cord. 

Something seemed amiss with that portion of it which made part of 
the equipment of the old tourists’ car. It was either wedged in the 
narrow orifice above the door or caught among the rings of the pen- 
dants from above, for it resisted every jerk, whereat the brakeman 
set his teeth and said improper things. It would have grieved the 
management to hear this faithful employé’s denunciation of that par- 

ticular item of their rolling-stock. 

“ Get out of the way here, boys, and let’s see what’s the matter with 
this damned bell-cord,” he concluded, elbowing his way through the 
swarm about the door. Once fairly within, he threw a quick glance 
along the aisle. The left sections of the car were deserted. Out of 
almost every window on the right side poked a head and pair of blue 
flannel shoulders. 
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Only one man of the party seemed to have no further interest in 
what was going on outside. With one hand still grasping the edge of 
the upright partition between two sections near the forward end, and 
the other just letting go, apparently, of the bell-cord, the tall, slender, 
well-built young soldier, with dark-brown eyes and softly curling lashes, 
was lowering himself into the aisle. The brakeman proceeded to rebuke 
him on the spot. 

“ Look here, young feller. You'll have to keep your hands off that 
’ bell-cord. Here I’ve been cussin’ things for keeps, thinking it was 

knotted or caught. It was just you had hold of it. Don’t you know 
better’n that? Ain’t you ever travelled before?” 

The man addressed was stowing something away inside the breast 
of his shirt. He did it with almost ostentatious deliberation, quietly 
eying the brakeman before replying. Then, slowly readjusting the knot 
of a fine black-silk necktie, so that its broad, flapping ends spread over 
the coarser material of the garment, he slowly looked the justly exas- 
perated brakeman over from head to foot and as slowly and placidly 
answered : 

“Not more than about half around the world. As for your bell- 
cord, it was knotted; it caught in that ring. I saw that some one was 
tugging and trying to get it loose, so I swung up there and straightened 

it. Just what you’d have done under the circumstances, I fancy.” 

The brakeman turned redder under the ruddy brown of his sun- 
tanned skin. This was no raw “rookie” after all. In his,own ver- 
nacular, as afterwards expressed to the conductor, “I seen I was up 
ag’in’ the real t’ing dis time,” but it was hard to admit it at the moment. 

- Vexation had to have a vent. The bell-cord no longer served. The 
supposed meddler had proved a help. Something or somebody had to 
be the victim of the honest brakeman’s spleen, so, somewhat unluckily, 
as events determined, he took it out on the company and that decrepit 
car, now buzzing along with much complaint of axle and of bearing. 

“Damn this old shake-down, anyhow!” said he. “The company 
ought to know ’nough not to have such things lyin’ round loose. Some 
night it'll fall to pieces and kill folks.” And with this implied apology 
for his aspersions of Recruit Foster, the brakeman bustled away. 

But what he said was heard by more than one, and remembered when 
perhaps he would have wished it forgotten. The delay at Ogden was 
supplemented by a long halt before the setting of that blazing sun, neces- 
sitated by the firing of the waste in the boxes of those long-neglected 
trucks. Far back as the rearmost sleeper the sickening smell of burn- 
ing, oil-steeped packing drove feminine occupants to their satchels in 
search of scent-bottles, and the men to such comfort as could be found 
in flasks of bulkier make. 

In the heart of the desert, with dust and desolation spreading far 
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on every hand, the long train had stopped to douse those foul-smelling 
fires, and, while train-hands pried off the red-hot caps and dumped 
buckets of water into the blazing cavities, changing malodorous smoke 
to dense clouds of equally unsavory steam, and the recruits in the 
afflicted car found consolation in “joshing” the hard-sweating, hard- 
swearing workers, the young officer who had boarded the second sleeper 
at Ogden, with half a dozen bipeds in dusters or frazzled shirt-sleeves, 
had become involved in a complication on the shadier side of the train. 

Somewhere into the sage-brush a jack-rabbit had darted and was 
now in hiding. With a dozen eager heads poked from the northward 
windows and stretching arms and index fingers guiding them in their 
inglorious hunt, the Lieutenant and his few associates were stalking 
the first four-footed object sighted from the train since the crossing 
of the bald divide. 

Within the heated cars, with flushed faces and plying palm-leaf 
fans, a few of the women passengers were languidly gazing from the 
windows. At the centre window of the second sleeper, without a palm- 
leaf and looking serene and unperturbed, sat the young girl whose 
lovely face had so excited Mr. Stuyvesant’s deep admiration. Thrice 
since leaving Ogden, on one pretext or other, had he passed her section 
and stolen such a look as could be given without obvious staring. 
Immediately in rear of the seat she occupied was an austere maiden 
of middle age, one of the passengers who had come on by the Union 
Pacific from Omaha.. Directly opposite sat two men whom Stuyvesant 
had held in but scant esteem up to the time they left the valley of 
Salt Lake. Now, because their sections stood over against hers, his 
manner relaxed with his mood. Circumstances had brought the elderly 
maid and himself to the same table on two occasions in the dining-car, 
but he had hitherto felt no desire to press the acquaintance. 

This afternoon he minded him of a new book he had in his bag, 
for literature, he judged, might be her hobby, and had engaged her 
in conversation, of which his share was meant to impress the tiny, 
translucent ear that nestled in the dark-brown coils and waves of the 
pretty head in front of him. 

When, however, it became patent that his companion desired to 
form her own impressions of the pages uninfluenced by his well- 
delivered comments, Mr. Stuyvesant had bethought him of the semi- 
sorinolent occupants of the opposite section, and some cabalistic signs 
he ventured with a little silver cup summoned them in pleased sur- 
prise to the water-cooler at the rear end, where he regaled them with 
a good story and the best of V. 0. P. Scotch, and accepted their lavish 
bid to sit with them awhile. 

From this coign of vantage he had studied her sweet, serious, oval 
face as she sat placidly reading a little volume in her lap, only once 
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in a while raising a pair of very dark, very beautiful, very heavily 
browed and lashed brown eyes for brief survey of the forbidding land- 
scape ; then, with never an instant’s peep at him, dropping their gaze 
again upon the book. 

Not once in the long, hot afternoon had she vouchsafed him the 
minimum of a show of interest, curiosity, or even consciousness of 
his presence. Then the train made its second stop on account of the 
fires, and Bre’r Rabbit his luckless break into the long monotony of the 
declining day. 

Tentative spikes, clods, and empty flasks having failed to find him, 
the heaters had essayed a skirmish line, and with instant result. Like 
a meteoric puff of gray and white, to a chorus of yells and the accom- 
paniment of a volley of missiles, Jack shot into space from behind his 
shelter and darted zigzagging through the brush. A whizzing spike, 
a chance shot that nearly grazed his nose, so dazzled his brainlet that 
the terrified creature doubled on his trail and came bounding back 
towards the train. 

Close to the track-side ran a narrow ditch. In this ditch at the 
instant crouched the tall Lieutenant. Into this ditch leaped Bunny, 
and the next second had whizzed past the stooping form and bored 
straight into a little wooden drain. ‘There some unseen, unlooked-for 
object blocked him. 

Desperately the hind-legs kicked and tore in the effort to force the 
passage, and with a shout of triumph the tall soldier swooped upon the 
prize, seized the struggling legs, swung the wretched creature aloft, 
and for the first time in six mortal hours met full in his own the gaze 
of the deep, beautiful brown eyes he had so striven to attract, and they 
were half pleading, half commanding for Bunny. The next instant, 
uninjured, but leaping madly for life, Bre’r Rabbit was streaking east- 
ward out of harm’s way, a liberated victim whose first huge leap owed 
much of its length to the impetus of Stuyvesant’s long, lean, sinewy arm. 

This time when he looked up and raised his cap, and stood there 
with his blond hair blowing down over the broad white forehead, 
although the soft curves of the ripe red lips at the window above him 
changed not, there was something in the dark-brown eyes that seemed 
to say “ Thank you!” 

Yet when he would have met those eyes again that evening, when 
“Last call for dinner in the dining-car” was sounding through the 
train, he could not. Neither were they among those that peered from 
between parted curtains in the dim light of the sleeper, many in fright, 
all in anxiety, when somewhere in the dead of the summer night long 
after all occupants of the rearmost cars were wrapped in slumber, the 
long train bumped to sudden jarring stand-still, and up ahead there 
arose sound of rush, of excitement and alarm. 
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II. 


It was just after sunset when, for the second time, the hot boxes 
of the recruit car had been treated to liberal libations from the water- 
tank, and the belated train again moved on. 

Dinner had been ready in the dining-car a full hour, but so long 
as the sickening smell of burning waste arose from the trucks imme- 
diately in front. very few of the passengers seemed capable of eating. 
The car, as a consequence, was crowded towards eight o’clock, and the 
steward and waiters were busy men. 

The evening air, drifting in through open windows, was cooler than 
it had been during the day, but still held enough of the noontide 
caloric to make fans a comfort, and Mr. Stuyvesant, dining at a “ four- 
in-hand” table well to the front, and attempting to hold his own in a 
somewhat desultory talk with his fellow-men, found himself paying 
far more attention to the lovely face of the girl across the aisle than 
to the viands set before him. _ 

She was seated facing the front, and opposite the austere maiden 
previously mentioned. Conversation had already begun, and now Stuy- 
vesant was able to see that, beautiful in feature as was her face in 
repose, its beauty was far enhanced when animated and smiling. 

. When to well-nigh perfect external features there is added the 
charm of faultlessly even and snowy teeth and a smile that illumines 
the entire face, shining in the eyes as it plays about the pretty, sensi- 
tive mouth, a young woman is fully equipped for conquest. 

Stuyvesant gazed in fascination uncontrollable. He envied the 
prim, precise creature who sat unbending, severe, and, even while 
keeping up a semblance of interest in the conversation, seemed to feel 
it a duty to display disapprobation of such youthful charms. 

No woman is so assured that beauty is only skin deep as she who 
has none of it. Her manner, therefore, had been decidedly stiff, and 
from that had imperceptibly advanced to condescension, but when 
_ the steward presently appeared with a siphon of iced seltzer, and, bow- 
ing deferentially, said he hoped everything was to Miss Ray’s liking, 
and added that it seemed a long time since they had seen the Captain 
and supposed he must be a colonel now, the-thin eyebrows of the tall 
maiden were uplifted into little arches that paralleled the furrows of 
her brow as she inquired : 

“Miss Ray?—from Fort 

The answer was a smiling nod of assent as the younger lady buried 
her lovely, dark face in the flowers set before her by the assiduous 
waiter, and Stuyvesant felt sure she was trying to control an inclina- 
tion to laugh. 


“ Well, you must excuse me if I have been a little—slow,” said the 
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elder in evident perturbation. “You see—we meet such queer im 
travelling—sometimes. Don’t you find it so?” 

The dark face was dimpling now with suppressed merriment. 

“ Yes—occasionally,” was the smiling answer. 

“But then, being the daughter of an army officer,” pursued the 
other hurriedly, “you have to travel a great deal. I suppose you 
really—have no home?” she essayed in the half-hopeful tone to be 
expected of one who considered that a being so endowed by nature must 
suffer some compensatory discomforts. 

“Yes and—no,” answered Miss Ray urbanely. “In one sense we 
army girls have no home. In another, we have homes everywhere.” 

It is a reproach in the eyes of certain severe moralists that a fellow- 
being should be so obviously content with his or her lot. The elder 
woman seemed to feel it a duty to acquaint this beaming creature with 
the manifest deficiency in her moral make-up. 

“ Yes, but I should think most any one would rather have a real 
home, a place where they weren’t bounden to anybody, no matter if 
it was humbly.” (She called it “humbly,” and associated it in mind 
with the words of Payne’s immortal song.) “Now, when I went to 
see Colonel Ray about our society, he told me he had to break ‘up 
everything, going to Cuba, but he didn’t mention about your going 
West:” 

“Father was a little low- in his mind that day,” said Miss Ray, a 
shade of sadness passing over her face. “ Both my brothers. are in 
the service, and one is barely seventeen.” ‘ 

“Out at service!” interrupted the other. “ You don’t mean——” 

“No,” was the laughing answer, and in Miss Ray’s enjoyment of 
the situation her eyes came perilously near seeking those of Mr. Stuy- 
vesant, which she well knew were fixed upon her. “I mean that both 
are in the army.” 

“ Well—I thought not—still—I didn’t know. It’s all rather new 
to me, this dealin’ with soldiers, but I suppose I'll get to know all 
about it after a spell. Our society’s getting much encoura 

“Red Cross?” queried Miss Ray, with uplifted brows and evident 
interest, yet a suspicion of incredulity. 

“Well, same thing, only we don’t propose to levy contributions 
right and left like they do. I am Vice-President of the Society of 
Patriotic Daughters of America; you know. I thought perhaps your 
father might have told you. And our association is self-sustaining, 
at least it will be as soon as we are formally recognized by the govern- 
ment. You know the Red Cross hasn’t any real standing, whereas 
our folks expect the President to issue the order right away, making 
us part of the regular hospital brigade. Now, your father was very 
encouraging, though some officers we talked to were too stuck up to 
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be decent. When I called on General Drayton he just as much as up 
and told me we’d only be in the way.” 

Just here, it must be owned, Miss Ray found it necessary to dive 
under the table for a handkerchief which she had not dropped. 

Mr. Stuyvesant, ignoring the teachings of his childhood and gazing 
over the rim of his coffee-cup, observed that she was with difficulty con- 
cealing her merriment. Then, all of a sudden, her face, that had been 
so full of radiance, became suddenly clouded by concern and distress. 
The door at the head of the car had swung suddenly open and re- 
mained so, despite the roar and racket of the wheels and the sweep of 
dust and cinders down the aisle. The steward glanced up from his 
cupboard opposite the kitchen window at the rear, and quickly motioned 
to some one to shut that door. A waiter sprang forward, and then 
came the steward himself. The look in the girl’s face was enough 
for Stuyvesant. He whirled about to see what had caused it, and 
became instantly aware of a stout-built soldier swaying uneasily at 
the entrance and in thick tones arguing with the waiter. He saw at a 
glance the man had been drinking, and divined he was there to get more 
liquor. He was on the point of warning the steward to sell him none, 
but was saved the trouble. The steward bent down and whispered : 

“This makes the second time he’s come in since six o’clock. I 
refused to let him have a drop. Can’t something be done to keep him 
out? We can’t lock the door, you know, sir.” 

Stuyvesant quickly arose and stepped up the aisle. By this time 
everybody was gazing towards the front entrance in concern and curi- 
osity. The colored waiter was still confronting the soldier as though 
to prevent his coming farther into the car. The soldier, with flushed 
and sodden face and angry eyes, had placed a hand on the broad shoul- 
der of the servant and was clumsily striving to put him aside. 

Stuyvesant’s tall, athletic figure suddenly shut both from view. 
Never hesitating, he quickly elbowed the negro out of the way, seized 
the door-knob with his left hand, throwing the door wide open, then, 
looking the soldier full in the face, pointed to the tourist car with the 
other. 

“Go back at once,” was all he said. 

The man had been hardly six days in service and seemed to have 
learned little of army life or ways. He was a whole American citizen, 
however, if he was half drunk, and the average American thinks twice ~ 
before he obeys a mandate of any kind. This one coming from a tall 
young swell was especially obnoxious. 

The uniform as yet had little effect on Recruit Murray. Where he 
hailed from the sight of it had for years provoked only demonstration 
of derision and dislike. He didn’t know who the officer was—didn’t 
want to know—didn’t care. What he wanted was whiskey, and so long 
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as the money was burning in his pocket he knew no reason why he 
shouldn’t have it. Therefore, instead of obeying, he stood there, sullen 
and swaying, scowling up as though in hate and defiance into the grave, 
set young face. Another second and the thing was settled. Stuyve- 
sant’s right hand grasped the blue collar at the throat, the long, slender 
fingers gripping tight, and half shot, half lifted the amazed recruit 
across the swaying platform and into the reeling car ahead. There 
he plumped his captive down into a seat and sent for the Corporal. 
Connelly came, rubbing his eyes, and took in the situation at a glance. 

“T ordered him not to leave the car three hours ago, sir,” he quickly 
spoke. “But after supper I got drowsy and fell asleep in my section. 
Then he skinned out. I’d iron him, sir, if I had anything of the 
kind.” 

“No,” said Stuyvesant, “don’t think of that. Just keep a watch 
over him and forbid his leaving the section. No, sir, none of that,” 
he added, as in drunken dignity Murray was searching for a match to 
light his pipe and hide his humiliation. “There must be no smoking 
in this flimsy car, Corporal. A spark would set fire to it in a second.” 

“Them was my orders, sir. This fellow knows it as well as I do. 
But he’s given trouble one way or other ever since we started. You 
hear that again, now, Murray: no drink; no smoke. I'll see to it he 
doesn’t quit the car again, sir,” he concluded, turning appealingly to 
the young officer, and Stuyvesant, taking a quiet look up and down 
the dimly lighted, dusty aisle, was about to return to the “ diner,” when 
Murray struggled to his feet. Balked in his hope of getting more 
drink, and defrauded, as in his muddled condition it seemed to him, 
of the solace of tobacco, the devil in him roused to evil effort by the 
vile liquor procured surreptitiously somewhere along the line, the time 
had come for him, as he judged, to assert himself before his fellows 
and prove himself a man. 

“You think you’re a better man than I am,” he began thickly, 
glaring savagely at the young officer. “But I'll be even with you, 
young feller. I’lI——” And here ended the harangue, for, one broad 
hand clapped over the leering mouth and the other grasping the back . 
of his collar, Corporal Connelly jammed him down on the seat with a 
shock that shook the car. ; 

“ Shut up, you drunken fool!” he cried. “Don’t mind him, Lieu- 
tenant. He’s only a day at the depot, sir. Sit still, you blackguard, 
or I’1] smash you !”—this to Murray, who, half suffocated, was writhing 
in his effort to escape. “A—ch!” he cried, with sudden wrenching 
away of the brawny hand, “the beast has bitten me,” and the broad 
palm, dripping with blood, was held up to the light. 

Deeply indented, there were the jagged marks of Murray’s teeth. 

“Here, Foster, Hunt, grab this man and don’t let him stir, hand 
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or foot. See what you get for giving a drunkard money. Grab him, 
I say!” shouted Connelly, grinning with mingled pain and wrath as 
the Lieutenant led him to the wash-stand. 

Another recruit, a stalwart fellow who had apparently seen previous 

service, sprang to the aid of the first two named, and between them, 
though he stormed and struggled a moment, the wretch was jammed 
and held in his corner. 

Stanching the blood as best he could and bandaging the hand with 
his own kerchief, Stuyvesant bade the Corporal sit at an open window 
for a moment, for he looked a trifle faint and sick,—it was a brutal. 
bite. But Connelly was game. 

“That blackguard’s got to be taught there’s a God in Israel,” he 
exclaimed, as he turned back to the rear of the car. “I beg the Lieu- 
tenant’s pardon, but—he is not in the regular army, I see,” with a 
glance at the collar of the young officer’s blouse. “We sometimes get 
hard cases to deal with, and this is one of them. This kind of a cur 
wouldn’t hesitate to shoot an officer in the back or stab him in the 
dark if he didn’t like him. I hope the Lieutenant may never be both- 
ered with him again. No, damn you!” he added between his set teeth, 
as he looked down at the sullen, scowling prisoner, “ what you ought to 
have is a good hiding, and what you’ll get, if you give any more trouble, 
is a roping, hand and foot. We ought to have irons on a trip like this, 
Lieutenant,” he continued, glancing up into the calm, refined face of © 
the young soldier. “But I can get a rope, if you say so, and tie him 
in his berth.” 

“T have no authority in the matter,” said Stuyvesant reflectively. 
“No one has but you, that I know of. Perhaps he’ll be quiet when he 
cools down,” and the Lieutenant looked doubtfully at the semi-savage 
in the seetion nearest the door. 

“You'll give no more trouble this night, anyhow,” said Connelly, 
as the officer turned to go. “And thank you, sir, for this,” and he 
held up the bandaged hand. “ But I’ll keep my eyes peeled whenever 
he’s about hereafter, and you’ll be wise to do the same, sir.” 

For one instant, as the Lieutenant paused at the door-way and 
looked back, the eyes of the two men met, his so brave and blue and 
clear; the other’s—Murray’s—furtive, blood-shot, and full of hate. 
Then the door slammed and Stuyvesant was gone. 

Twice again that night he visited the recruit car. At ten o’clock, 
after enjoying for an hour or more the sight of Miss Ray in animated 
chat with two of the six women passengers of the sleeper, and the 
sound of her pleasant voice, Stuyvesant wandered into the diner for a 
glass of cool Budweiser. “ae? 

“ That’s an ugly brute of a fellow that bit your Corporal, sir,” said 
the steward. “I was in there just now, and he’s surly as a cur dog 
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Stuyvesant nodded without a word. He was in a petulant frame of 
mind. He wanted “worse kind,” as he would have expressed it, to 
know that girl, but not a glance would she give him. She owed him 
one, thought he, for letting that rabbit go. Moreover, being an army 
girl, as he had learned, she should not be so offish with an officer. * 

Then the readiness with which the Corporal had “spotted” him 
as a volunteer, as not a regular, occurred to him, and added to his 
faintly irritable mood. True, his coat-collar bore the tell-tale letters 
U. 8. V., but he had served some years with one of the swellest of 
swell Eastern regiments, whose set-up and style were not excelled by 
the regulars, whose officers prided themselves upon their dress and 
bearing. 

_If it was because he was not of the regular service Miss Ray would 
not vouchsafe him a glance, Mr. Stuyvesant was quite ready to bid her 
understand he held himself as high as any soldier in her father’s famous 
corps. If it was not that, then what in blazes was it? 

He knew that in travelling cross continent in this way it was con- 
sidered the proper thing for an officer of the regular army to send his 
card by the porter to the wife or daughter of any brother officer who 
might be aboard, and to tender such civilities as he would be glad to 
have paid his own were he so provided. He wondered whether it would 
do to send his pasteboard with a little note to the effect that he had once 
met Colonel Ray at the United Service Club, and would be glad to pay 
his respects to the Colonel’s daughter. 

It was an unusual thing for Mr. Stuyvesant to quaff beer at any 
time, except after heavy exercise at polo or tennis, but to-night he was 
ruffied, and when the porter began making up the berths and dames 

and damsels disappeared, he had wandered disconsolately into the diner 
and ordered beer as his excuse. Then he crossed the platform and 
entered the tourist. 

The night was hot and close. The men were lying two in a berth, 
as a rule, the upper berths not being used. 

One or two, Murray among them, had not removed their trousers, 

but most of them were stretched out in their undergarments, while 
' others, chatting in low tones, were watching the brakeman turning down 
the lights. They made way respectfully as the Lieutenant entered. 
Connelly came to meet him and nodded significantly at Murray, who 
lay in a berth near the middle of the car, still carefully watched by 
Hunt. Foster, wearied, had turned in, and, with his face to the win- 
dow, seemed to have fallen asleep. The conductor came through, lan- 
tern in hand. 

“It’s the quietest and best behaved lot, barring that chap, I ever 

carried,” said he to Stuyvesant. “But he’s wicked enough for a dozen. 


Wonder he don’t go to sleep.” 
VoL. LXV.—52 
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“ Humph! says he wants a bottle of beer,” grunted Connelly. “ Can’t 
get to sleep without it. I wouldn’t give it to him if I hada kag.” 

“He doesn’t deserve it, of course,” said the conductor. “ What he 
ought to have is an all-around licking. But I’ve known beer to have a 
soothing effect on men who’d been drinking, and it might put him to 
sleep and save bother.” 

“Let him have it,” said Stuyvesant briefly. “TI’ll send it in by the 
steward. And, Corporal, if you or any of your men would like it, Ill 
be glad———” 

Some two or three looked quickly and expectantly up, as though 
they might like it very much, but Corporal Connelly said he “ das- 
sent,” he “ never took a drink of anything on duty since three years ago 
come Fourth of July.” So the others were abashed and would not ask. 
Older hands would not have held their tongues. 

To Murray’s surprise, a brimming glass of cool beer was presently 
offered him. He gulped it thirstily down, and without a word held out 
the glass for more. A grinning waiter obliged him with what remained 
in the bottle. Murray asked if that was all, then, with something like 
a grunt of dissatisfaction, rolled heavily over and turned his face to the 
wall. 

“Well, of all the ungrateful cads I ever see,” said Hunt, “ you’re 
the worst! D’ye know who sent that beer, Murray? It was the young 
officer you insulted.” But Murray’s only answer at the moment was a 
demand that Hunt shut up and let him go to sleep. 

The last thing Stuyvesant remembered before dozing off was that 
the smell of those journal-boxes was getting worse. At two in the morn- 
ing, in the heart of the desert, the conductor had made his way through 
the train and remarked that, despite that unpleasant odor, every 1nan of: 
the recruit detachment was sound asleep. In a berth next the door the 
steward of the dining-car had found room, and the entire car seemed 
wrapped in repose. 

Five minutes later by the watch, it was wrapped in flames. 

Speaking of the matter later in the morning, the brakeman said it 
didn’t seem ten seconds after he had pulled the bell-rope and given the 
alarm before Lieutenant Stuyvesant, a tall, slim figure in pajamas and 
slippers, came bounding to his aid. 

The flames even then were bursting from under the steps and plat- 
form, the dense smoke pouring from the rear door of the recruit car, 
and coughing, choking, blinded, staggering, some of them scorched and 
blistered, most of them clad only in undershirt and drawers, the luck- 
less young troopers came groping forth and were bundled on into the 
interior of the diner. Some in their excitement strove to leap from 
the train before it came to its bumping, grinding halt. Some were 
screaming in pain and panic. Only one, Hunt, was dressed throughout 
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The steward of the diner, nearly suffocated before being dragged out 
of his berth, was making vain effort to shove a way back into the blazing 
car, crying that all his money was under that pillow. But it was im- 
possible to stem the torrent of human forms. nip 

The instant the train stopped, the flames shot upward through the 
skylight and ventilator, and then the voice of Connelly was heard yell- 
ing for aid. Seizing a blanket that had been dragged after him by some 
bewildered recruit, and throwing it over his head and shoulders, Stuyve- 
sant, bending low, dove headlong into the dense wall of smoke. 

The flames came leaping and lapping out from the door-way the 
instant he disappeared, and a groan of dismay arose from the little 
group already gathered at the side of the track. Five, ten seconds of 
awful suspense, and then, bending lower still, his loose clothing afire, 
his hair and eyebrows singed, his face black with soot and smoke and 
seared by flame, the young officer came plunging forth, dragging by 
the legs a prostrate, howling man, and after them, blind and stagger- 
ing, came Connelly. 

Eager hands received and guided the rescuers, leading them into 
the diner, while the trainmen worked the stiff: levers, broke loose the 
coupling, and swung their lanterns in frantic signals to the engineer, 
far ahead. 

Another moment and the blazing car was drawn away, run up the 
track a hundred yards, and left to illumine the night and burn to ashes, 
while male passengers swarmed about the dining-car, proffering stimu- 
lant and consolation. : 

Besides Stuyvesant and Corporal Connelly, two soldiers were seri- 
ously burned. Every stitch of clothing not actually.on their persons at 
the moment of their escape was already consumed, and with it every 
ounce of their soldier rations and supplies. 

The men least injured were those who, being nearest the rear door, 
were first to escape. The men worst burned were those longest held 
within the blazing car, barring one, Murray, whom Hunt had thought- 
fully bound hand and foot as he slept, reasoning that in that way only 
might his guardians enjoy a like blessing. 

Connelly had tripped over the roaring bully as he lay on his back 
in the aisle. Stuyvesant had rushed in, and between them they dragged 
him to a place of safety. There, his limbs unbound, his tongue un- 
loosed, Murray indulged in a blast of malediction on the road, the com- 
pany, the government, his comrades, even his benefactors, and then 
thoughtfully demanded drink. There was no longer a stern corporal 
to forbid, for Connelly, suffering and almost sightless, had been led into 
a rear coach. But there was no longer money with which to buy, for 
Foster’s last visible cent had gone up in smoke and flame, and, scorched 
and smarting in a dozen places, wrapped in a blanket in lieu of clothes, 
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the dark-eyed young soldier sat, still trembling from excitement, by the 
roadside. 

It was three hours before the wreck could be cleared, another car 
procured, and the recruits bundled into it. Then, as dawn was spread- 
ing over the firmament, the train pushed on, and the last thing Gerard 
Stuyvesant was conscious of before, exhausted, he dropped off to troubled 
sleep, was that a soft, slender hand was renewing the cool bandage over 
his burning eyes, and that he heard a passenger say “ That little bru- 
nette—that little Miss Ray—was worth the hull carload of women put 
together. She just went in and nursed and bandaged the burned men 
like as though they’d been her own brothers.” 

Certainly the young lady had been of particular service in the case 
of Connelly and one of the seriously injured recruits. She had done 
something for every man whose burns deserved attention, with a single 
exception. 

Recruit Foster had declared himself in need of no aid, and with his 
face to the wall lay well out of sight. 


IT. 


At one of the desert stations in the Humboldt Valley a physician 
boarded the train under telegraphic orders from the company and went 
some distance up the road. 

He had brought lint and bandages and soothing lotions, but in sev- 
eral cases said no change was advisable, that with handkerchiefs con- 
tributed by the passengers and bandages made from surplus shirts, little 
Miss Ray had extemporized well and had skilfully treated her bewil- 
dered patients. Questioned and complimented both, Miss Ray blush- 
ingly admitted that she had studied “ First Aid to the Wounded” and 
had had some instructions in the post hospitals of more than one big 
frontier post. Passengers had ransacked bags and trunks and presented 
spare clothing to the few recruits whom the garments would fit. But 
most of the men were shoeless and blanketed when morning dawned, and 
all were thankful when served with coffee and a light breakfast, though 
many even then were too much excited and some in too much pain to eat. 

Mellen, the laughing and joyous lad of yesterday, was nursing a 
blistered hand and arm and stalking about the car in stocking feet and 
a pair of trousers two sizes too big for him. Murray, now that the 
Corporal was no longer able to retain active command, had resumed his 

. truculent and swaggering manner. Almost the first thing he did was 
to demand more money of Foster, and call him a liar when told that 
every dollar was burned. Then he sought to pick a fight with Hunt, 

who had, as he expressed it, “ roped him like a steer,” but the carload 

by this time had had too much of his bluster and made common cause 
against him. 
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Two brawny lads gave him fair warning that if he laid a finger on 
Hunt they would “lay him out.” Then he insisted on seeing the Cor- 
poral and complaining of ill-treatment. And with such diversion the 
long day wore on. 

Stuyvesant, refreshed by several hours of sleep, yet looking some- 
what singed and blistered, went through the car to see the sufferers along 
towards eleven o’clock. He had inquired of the porter for Miss Ray, 
who was not visible when he had finished his toilet, and was told that 
she had remained up until after the doctor came aboard, and was now 
sleeping. Finding three of the men stretched in the berths with com- 
rades fanning them, he ordered cooling drinks compounded by the 
steward, and later, as they began the climb of the Sierras and the men 
grew hungry, he sought to get a substantial luncheon for them on the 
diner, but was told their supply on hand was barely sufficient for the 
regular passengers. 

So when the train stopped at Truckee he tumbled off with three of 
the party, bought up a quantity of bread and cheese, soda crackers and 
fruit, and after consultation with the conductor wired ahead to Sacra- 
mento for a hot dinner for eighteen men to be ready at the restaurant 
in the station, it being now certain that they could not reach San Fran- 
cisco before midnight. “The company ought to do that,” said the 
trainmen, and “the company” had authorized the light breakfast ten-- 
dered earlier in the day. In view of the fact that every item of personal 
property in possession of the recruits had been destroyed, together with 
every crumb of their rations, nobody questioned that the company would 
only be too glad to do that much for the men so nearly burned alive in 
their travelling holocaust. 

Not a doubt was entertained among either passengers or trainmen 
as to the origin of the fire. It had started underneath, and the dry 
woodwork burned like tinder, and what was there to cause it but those 
blazing boxes on the forward truck. The conductor knew there had 
been no smoking aboard the car, and that every man was asleep when 
he went through at two o’clock. The brakeman had prophesied dis- 
aster and danger. It was God’s mercy that warned the poor fellows 
in time. 

Not until along in the afternoon, as they were spinning swiftly 
down through the marvellous scenery about Blue Cajion and Cape 
Horn, did Miss Ray again appear. Stuyvesant had been sitting awhile 
by Connelly, and had arranged with him to wire to the Presidio for 
ambulances to meet the party at Oakland Pier, for two at least would. 
be unable to walk, and, until provided with shoes and clothing, few 
could march the distance. Then he had spent a few minutes with the 
other patients. 

When he returned to the sleeper, there at last was the object of so 
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many of his thoughts. But she was reclining wearily, her head upon 
a pillow, and the austere maid and two other women stood guard over 
her. “A severe headache,” was the explanation, and Stuyvesant felt 
that he must defer his intrusion until later. 

Somewhere down the westward slope of the Sierras he found at 
a station some delicious cherries, and a little basket of the choicest lie 
made bold to send with his compliments and the hope that her indis- 
position would soon disappear. The porter came back with the lady’s 
thanks. The cherries were “lovely,” -but Stuyvesant observed that 
not more than one or two found their way to those pearly teeth, the 
rest being devoured by her too devoted attendants. 

It was after nine at night when he marshalled his motley party into 
the dining-room at Sacramento and they were made glad by substantial, 
well-cooked food, with abundant hot coffee. They thanked him grate- 
fully, did many of the young fellows, and hoped they might meet more 
such officers. An elderly passenger who had quietly noted the outlay 
of money to which Mr. Stuyvesant had been subjected strolled up to 
the manager. “That young gentleman has had to pay too much 
to-day. Just receipt the bill, if you please,” said he, and drew forth 
a roll of treasury notes. Stuyvesant went in search of this new bene- 
factor when he heard of it. “There was really no necessity, sir,” said 
he, “though I fully appreciate your kindness. The company will 
doubtless reimburse me for any such outlay.” 

“If they will reimburse you, my young friend,” said the veteran 
traveller dryly, “they'll reimburse me. At all events, I know them 
better than you do, and I don’t intend to let you bear all the risk.” 
The Lieutenant argued, but the elder was firm. As the men shuffled 
back to the train with full stomachs and brightened faces, Murray 
hulking by them with averted eyes, and Mellen tendering a grinning 
salute, the manager came forward. “'There’s one man shy, sir, even 
counting the dinners sent aboard,” said he, and Hunt, hearing it, turned 
back and explained. 

“Tt is Foster, sir. He said he wasn’t hungry and couldn’t eat. I 

reckon it’s because he wouldn’t turn out in such looking clothes as were 
given him.” 
Yet when Stuyvesant went to the car to see whether the young 
soldier could not be induced to change his mind, it was discovered that 
he had turned out. His berth was empty. Nor did he appear until 
just as the train was starting. He explained that he had stepped off 
on the outer side away from the crowd for a little fresh air. There 
was plenty of bread and cheese left from luncheon. He didn’t care 
for anything, really. And, indeed, he seemed most anxious to get 
back to his berth and away from the Lieutenant, in whose presence 
he was obviously and painfully ill at ease. 
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Stuyvesant turned away, feeling a trifle annoyed or hurt, he couldn’t 
tell which, and swung himself to the platform of the sleeper as it came . 
gliding by. At last he could hope to find opportunity to thank Miss 
Ray for her attention to the injured man and incidentally her minis- 
trations on his own account. Then, once arrived at San Francisco, 
where he had friends of rank and position in the army, he would surely 
meet someone who knew her father well and possibly herself, some-— 
one to present him in due form, but for the present he could only hope 
to say a conventional word or two of gratitude, and he was striving 
to frame his thoughts as he hastened into the brightly lighted car and 
towards the section where last he had seen her. 

It was occupied by a new-comer, a total stranger, and the three 
women recently sharing her section and more than sharing her cherries 
were now in animated chat across the aisle. In blank surprise and dis- 
appointment, Stuyvesant turned and sought the porter. 

“Miss Ray! Yes, suh. She done got off at Sacramento, suh. 
Dere was frierids come to meet her, and took her away in the car- 
riage.” ' 

Once more Stuyvesant found himself constrained to seek the society 
of the maiden of uncertain years. Her presence was forbidding, her 
countenance severe, and her voice and intonation something appalling. 
But she might know Miss Ray’s address; he could at least write his 
thanks; but he found the Vice-President of the Order of the Patriotic 
Daughters of America in evil mood. She didn’t know Miss Ray’s ad- 
dress, and in the further assertion that she didn’t want to know too 
readily betrayed the fact that her petulance was due to her not having 
been favored therewith. 

“After all I did for her last night and to-day ’twould have been a 
mighty little thing to tell where she was going to stop, but just soon’s 
her fine friends came aboard she dropped us like as if we weren’t fit 
to notice.” 

The irate lady, however, seemed to find scant sympathy and support 
in the faces of her listeners, some of whom had iong since wearied of 
her strident voice and oracular ways. It was well remembered that 
so far from being of aid or value in caring for the injured men, she 
had pestered people with undesired advice and interference, had made 
much noise and no bandages, and later, when an official of the com- 
pany had boarded the train, had constituted herself spokeswoman for — 
the passengers, not at all to their advantage and much to his disgust. 
Then, finding that Miss Ray was looked upon as the only heroine of 
the occasion, she had assumed a guardianship, so to speak, over that 
young lady which became almost possessive in form, so passively was 


it tolerated. 
She had plied the girl with questions as to the friends who were to 
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meet her on arrival in San Francisco, and Miss Ray had smilingly 
given evasive answers. 

When, therefore, they. neared Sacramento and the Vice-President 
announced her intention of sallying forth to see to it that proper 
victuals were provided for her soldier boys, Miss Ray had a few minutes 
in which to make her preparations, and the next thing the Vice-Presi- 
dent saw of her supposed ward and dependent, that young lady was in 
the embrace of a richly dressed and most distinguished-looking woman, 
whose gray hair only served to heighten the refinement of her features. — 
Just behind the elder lady stood a silk-hatted dignitary in the prime 
of life, and behind him a footman or valet, to whom the porter was 
handing Miss Ray’s belongings. 

And what the Vice-President so much resented was that Miss Ray 
had not only never mentioned her purpose of leaving the train at 
Sacramento, but never so much as introduced her friends, at whom 
the Vice-President smiled invitingly while accepting Miss Ray’s cour- 
teous but brief thanks for “so much attention during the afternoon,” 
but who merely bowed in acknowledgment when she would have ad- 
dressed them on the subject of Miss Ray’s being of so much help to 
her when help was so much needed, and who spirited the young lady 
away to the handsome carriage awaiting her. 

The Vice-President was distinctly of the opinion that folks didn’t 
need to slink off in that way unless they were ashamed of where they 
were going or afraid of being found out, whereat Stuyvesant found 
himself gritting his teeth with wrath, and so whirled about and left 
her. 

It was after midnight when they reached the pier at Oakland. There, 
under the great train-shed, track after track was covered with troop 
cars and a full regiment lay sleeping. 

An alert young officer of the guard raised his hand in salute as 
Stuyvesant addressed him. No, there were no ambulances, no sol- 
diers from the Presidio. They might be waiting across the ferry 

But how was he to get the injured men across the ferry, thought 
Stuyvesant. Two of them would have to be carried. 

The long train, except that recruit car, was now emptied. The 
throng of passengers had gone on through the waiting-rooms and up 
the stairway to the saloon deck of the huge ferry-boat. If he pur- 
posed going, no time was to be lost, and the porter bearing his hand- 
luggage ventured a word to that effect. 

Stuyvesant looked back. There were protruding heads at many of 
the windows of the recruit car, but, obedient to the instructions given 
by Connelly, no man, apparently, had left his place, and Connelly, 
though suffering, had evidently resumed control, much benefited by 
the services of another physician who had boarded the train in the 
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late afternoon and renewed the bandages and dressings of the injured 
men. Then Stuyvesant suddenly became aware of a messenger-boy with 
a telegram. It was addressed to “ Lieutenant Stuyvesant, A. D. C., 
Train No. 2, Oakland.” ‘Tearing it open, he read as follows: 

“Report by wire condition of Recruit Foster. If serious, have 
him conveyed to St. Paul’s Hospital. Commission as lieutenant and 
signal officer awaits him here.” 

_ It was signed by the Adjutant-General at department head-quarters, 
San Francisco. 

But the boy had still another. This too he held forth to Stuyvesant, 
and the latter, not noticing that it was addressed “ Commanding Officer 
U. S. Troops, Train No. 2,” mechanically opened and read and made 
a spring for the car. 

The message was from Port Costa, barely thirty miles away, and 
briefly said: “Any your men missing? Soldier left car here believed 
jumped overboard return trip ferry-boat.” 

One man was missing. Recruit Foster, for whom a commission as 
lieutenant and signal officer was waiting at department head-quarters, 
could not be found. 


IV. 
In the busy week that followed Lieutenant Stuyvesant had his full 


share of work and no time for social distraction. Appointed to the 
staff of General Vinton, with orders to sail without delay for Manila, 
the young officer found his hours from morn till late at night almost 
too short for the duties demanded of him. 

The transports were almost ready. The troops had been designated 
for the expedition. The supplies were being hurried aboard. The 
General had his men all the livelong day at the rifle-ranges or drill- 
grounds, for most of the brigade were raw volunteers who had been 
rushed to the point of rendezvous with scant equipment and with less 
instruction. The camps were thronged with men in all manner of 
motley as to dress and no little variety as to dialect. Few of the newly 
appointed officers in the Department of Supply were versed in their 
duties, and the young regulars of the staff of the commanding General 
were working sixteen hours out of the twenty-four, coaching their com- 
rades of the volunteers. 

The streets were crowded with citizens eager to welcome and ap- 
plaud the arriving troops. Hotels were thronged. Restaurants were 
doing a thriving business, for the army ration did not too soon com- 
mend itself in its simplicity to the stomachs of some thousands of young 
fellows who had known better diet if no better days, many of their 
number having left luxurious homes and surroundings and easy sala- 
ries to shoulder a musket for three dollars a week. 

Private soldiers in blue flannel shirts were learning to stand atten- 
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tion and touch their caps to young men in shoulder-straps whom they 
had laughed at and called “tin soldiers” a year agone because they 
belonged to the militia,—a thing most of the gilded youth in many of 
our Western cities seemed to scorn as beneath them. 

In the wave of patriotic wrath and fervor that swept the land when 
the Maine was done to death in Havana Harbor, many and many a 
youth who had sneered at the State Guardsmen learned to wish that 
he too had given time and honest effort to the school of the soldier, 
for now, unless he had sufficient “ pull” to win for him a staff position, 
his only hope was in the ranks. 

And so, even in the recruit detachments of the regulars, were found 
scores of young men whose social status at home was on a plane much 
higher than that of many of their officers. But the time had come 
when the long and patient effort of the once despised militiamen had 
won deserved recognition. The commissions in the newly raised regi- 
ments were held almost exclusively by officers who had won them 
through long service with the National Guard. 

And in the midst of all the whirl of work in which he found him- 
self, Lieutenant Stuyvesant had been summoned to the tent of General 
Drayton, commanding the great encampment on the sand-lots south 
of the Presidio reservation, and bidden to tell what he knew of one Wal- 
ter F. Foster, recruit —th Cavalry, member of the detachment sent on 
via the Denver and Rio Grande to Ogden, then transferred to the 
Southern Pacific train Number 2 en route to San Francisco, which 
detachment was burned out of its car and the car out of its train early 
on the morning of the —— of June, 1898, somewhere in the neighbor- 
hood of a station with the uncouth name of Beowawe in the heart of 
the Humboldt Desert, and which Recruit Foster had totally disappeared 
the following evening, having been last seen by his comrades as the 
train was ferried across Carquinez Straits, thirty miles from Oakland 
Pier, and later by railway hands at Port Costa on the back trip of the 
big boat to the Benicia side. 

There was little Stuyvesant could tell. He hardly remembered the 
man except as a fine-featured young fellow who seemed shy, nervous, 
and unstrung, something Stuyvesant had hitherto attributed to the 
startling and painful experience of the fire, and who, furthermore, 
seemed desirous of dodging the Lieutenant, which circumstance Stuy- 
vesant could not fathom at all, and if anything rather resented. 

He explained to the General that he was in no wise responsible for 
the care of the detachment. He had only casually met them at Ogden, 
and circumstances later had thrown him into closer relation. 

But the veteran General was desirous of further information. He 
sat at the pine table in his plainly furnished tent, looking thoughtfully 
into the frank and handsome face of the young officer, his fingers 
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beating a tattoo on the table-top. The General’s eyes were sombre, 
even sad at times. Beneath them lay lines of care and sorrow. His 
voice was low, his manner grave, courteous, even cold. He was study- 
ing his man and discussing in his mind how far he might confide 
in him. 

Obedient to the General’s invitation, Stuyvesant had taken a chair 
close to the commander’s table and sat in silence awaiting further 
question. At last it came. 

“You say he left nothing—no trace—behind ?” 

“There was nothing to leave, General. He had only a suit of 
underwear, in which he escaped from the car. The men say he had 
had money and a valise filled with things which he strove to keep from 
sight of any of his fellows. They say that he befriended a tough 
character by the name of Murray, who had enlisted with him, and they 
think Murray knows something about him.” 

“Where is Murray now?” asked the Chief. 

“In the guard-house at the Presidio. He gave the Corporal in 
charge a good deal of trouble and was placed under guard the morning ~ 
they reached the city. They had to spend the night with the Iowa 
regiment at Oakland Pier.” 

Again the gray-haired General gave himself to thought. “Could 
you tell how he was dressed when he disappeared?” he finally asked. 

“A young man in the second sleeper gave him a pair of worn blue. 
serge trousers and his morocco slippers. Somebody else contributed 
a négligé shirt and a black-silk travelling-cap. He was wearing these 
when last I spoke to him at Sacramento, where he would not eat any- 
thing. I—I had wired ahead for dinner for them.” 

“ Yes,” said the General with sudden indignation in his tone, “ and 
I’m told the company refused to reimburse you. What excuse did they 
give?” 

“Tt’s of little consequence, sir,” laughed Stuyvesant. “The loss 
hasn’t swamped me.” 

“That’s as may be,” answered the General. “It’s the principle 
involved. That company is coining money by the thousands trans- 
porting troops at full rates, and some of the cars it furnished were 
simply abominable. What was the excuse given?” 

“They said, or rather some official wrote, that they wouldn’t reim- 
burse us because they had already had to sustain the loss of that car 
due to the carelessness of our men, and their own train-hands, General, 
know there was no smoking and the men were all asleep. Foster had 
a very narrow escape, and Corporal Connelly was badly burned lugging 
Murray out.” 

The General took from a stack of correspondence at his right hand 
a letter on club paper, studied it a moment, and then glanced up at 
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Stuyvesant. “Was not Colonel Ray’s regiment with you at Chicka- 
mauga?” he asked. 

“It was expected when I left, General. You mean the —th Ken- 
tucky?” 

“T mean his volunteer regiment,—yes. I was wondering whether 
any of his family had gone thither. But you wouldn’t be apt to 
know.” 

And Stuyvesant felt the blood beginning to mount to his face. He 
could answer for it that one member had not gone thither. He was 
wondering whether he ought to speak of it when Drayton finally turned 
upon him and held forth the letter. “Read that,” said he, “but 
regard it as confidential.” 

It was such a letter as one frank old soldier might write another. 
It was one of a dozen that had come to Drayton that day asking his 
interest in behalf of some young soldier about joining his command. 
It was dated at Cincinnati five days earlier, and before Stuyvesant had 
read half through the page his hand was trembling. 


“Dear Drayton,” it said, “I’m in a snarl, and 1 want 
your help. My sister’s pet boy came out to try his hand at 
ranching near us last year. He had some money from his 
father and everything promised well for his success if he could 
have stuck to business. But he couldn’t. Billy Ray, com- 
manding my first squadron, was stationed with me, and the 
first thing I knew the boy was head over ears in love with 
Billy’s daughter. I can’t blame him. Marion, Junior, is as 
pretty a girl as ever grew up in the army, and she’s a brave 
and winsome lass besides—her Dad all over, as her mother 


8. 
me Walter’s ranch was thirty miles away, but he’d ride 
the sixty six times a week, if need be, to have a dance with 
Maidie Ray, and the cattle could go to the wolves. Then came 
the war. The Governor of Kentucky gave Ray the command 
of a regiment, and that fool boy of mine begged him to take 
him along. Ray couldn’t. Besides, I don’t think he half liked 
Walter’s devotions to the girl, though he hadn’t anything 
against him exactly. Then I was retired and sent home, and 
the next thing my sister, Mrs. Foster, came tearing in to tell 
me Walter had gone and enlisted—enlisted in the regulars at 
Denver and was going to ’Frisco and Manila, as he couldn’t 
get to Cuba. She’s completely broke up about it. 

“ Foster went to Washington and saw the President and 
got a commission for him in the signal corps,—volunteers,—and 
he should be with you by the time you get this, so I wired 
ahead. He isn’t altogether a bad lot, but lacks horse sense, 
and gave his parents a good deal of anxiety in his Varsity 
days abroad. He was in several scrapes along with a boon 
companion who seems to have been so much like him, physi- 
cally and morally, that, motherlike, Mrs. Foster is sure that 
very much of which her Walter was accused was really done 
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by Wally’s chum. I’m not so sure of this myself, but at all 
events Foster made it a condition that the boy should cut loose 
from the evil association, as he called it, before certain debts 
would be paid. I don’t know what soldier stuff there is in 
him—if any—but give him a fair start for old time’s sake. 
“T need not tell you that I wish you all the joy and suc-_ 
cess the double stars can bring. I’d be in it too but for that 
old Spottsylvania shot-hole and rheumatics. My eagles, how- 
ever, will fold their wings and take a rest, but we'll flap ’em 
and scream every time you make a ten-strike. 
* Yours, as ever, 


MARTINDALE.” 


Stuyvesant did not look up at once after finishing the letter. When 
he did, and before he could speak, the General was holding out some 
telegrams, and these too he took and read—the almost agonized ap- 
peals of a mother for news of her boy—the anxious inquiries,- coupled 
with suggestions of the veteran soldier concerning the only son of a 
beloved sister. Drayton’s fine, thoughtful face was full of sympathy— 
his eyes clouded with anxiety and sorrow. Martindale was not the 
only old soldier in search of son or nephew that fateful summer. 

“You see how hard it is to be able to send no. tidings whatever,” 
he said. “I sent to you in the hope that you might think of some 
possible explanation—might suggest some clue or theory. Can you?” 

There was just one moment of silence, and then again Stuyvesant 
looked up, his blue eyes meeting the anxious gaze of the commander. 

“General,” he hazarded, “it is worth while to try Sacramento. 
Miss Ray is there.” 

Vv. 


Art sunset that evening the regiments destined to embark with the 
expedition commanded by General Vinton were paraded for inspection 
in full marching order, while a dozen other commands less fortunate 
looked enviously on. 

In front of the guard-house at the Presidio a dozen cavalrymen 
armed with the new carbine and dressed throughout for winter service, 
this being San Francisco June, had formed ranks under command of 
a sergeant and stood silently at ease awaiting the coming of the officer 
of the day. The accurate fit of their warm overcoats, the cut of their 
trooper trousers, the polish of their brasses and buttons, the snug, trim 
“set” of their belts, all combined to tell the skilled observer that these 
were regulars. 

At a brief, curt “ Sergeant, get out your prisoners,” from the bedrd- 
less lips of a young lieutenant, there was instant fumbling of big keys 
and clanking of iron from the hidden recesses of the guard-house. 

The dismounted troopers sprang suddenly to attention. The guard 
split in two at its middle, each half facing outward, marched half 
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a dozen paces away like the duellists of old days from the back to 
back position, halted, faced front once more, and stood again at ease, 
with a broad gap of a dozen paces between their inner flanks. 

Into this space, shuffling dejectedly in some cases, stalking defiantly 
in others, slinking, shivering, and decrepit in the case of two or three 
poor wrecks of the rum fiend, a stream of humanity in soiled soldier 
garb came pouring from the prison door and lined up under the eyes 
of vigilant non-commissioned officers in front of the young lieutenant 
in command. 

There they stood, their eyes shifting nervously from group to group 
of huddling spectators, their shoulders hunched up to their ears—the 
riff-raff of the garrison—the few desperate, dangerous characters from 
the surrounding camps, an uncouth, uncanny lot at any time, but 
looking its worst in the drip of the floating fog-wreaths and the 
gloom and despond of dying day. The boom of the sunset gun from 
Alcatraz fell sullenly on the ear even as the soft trumpet of the cav- 
alry, close at hand, began sounding the “ Retreat.” At its last pro- 
longed note the sharp crack of an old three-inch rifle echoed the report 
from Alcatraz, and from the invisible, mist-shrouded top of the staff 
the dripping folds of the storm-flag came flapping down in view, limp 
and bedraggled, and the guard sprang again to attention as a burly, 
red-faced, hearty-looking soldier, with a captain’s insignia in loop and 
braid on the sleeves of his overcoat, broke a way through the group 
of lookers-on and, barely waiting for the salute and report of the young 
lieutenant commanding, began a sharp scrutiny of the prisoners be- 
fore him. 

Down along the line he went, until at the fourth man from the left 
in the front rank he stopped short. A bulky, thick-set soldier stood 
there, a sullen, semi-defiant look about his eyes, a grim set to the jaws 
bristling with a week-old beard of dirty black. Then came the snap- 
ping colloquy : 

“Your name Murray ?” 

“That’s what they call me.” 

“What was your name before that?” 

“ Jim.” 

Whereat there was a titter in the ranks of prisoners. Some of the 
guard even allowed their mouths to expand, and the groups of volun- 
teers, chuckling in keen enjoyment, came edging in closer. 

Instantly the voice of the officer of the guard was heard ordering 
silence, and faces straightened out in the twinkling of an eye. 

The elder officer, the Captain, grew a trifle redder, but he was master 
of himself and the situation. It is with school-boys as with soldiers, 
their master is the man whom pranks or impudence cannot annoy. 
The officer of the day let no tone of temper into his next question. 
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Looking straight into the shifting eyes, he waited for perfect silence, 
and then spoke: 

“Jim what? I wish the name under which you served in your 
previous enlistment.” 

“ Never said I’d served before.” 

“No. You declared you had not. But I know better. You’re a 
deserter from the Seventh Cavalry.” 

The face under the shrouding campaign hat went gray white with 
sudden twitch of the muscles, then set again, rigid and defiant. The 
eyes snapped angrily. The answer was sharp, yet seemed, as soldiers 
say, to “ hang fire” a second. 

“ Never seen the Seventh Cavalry in my life.” 

The officer of the day turned and beckoned to a figure hitherto kept 
well in the background, screened by the groups of surrounding volun- 
teers. A man of middle age, smooth shaven and stout, dressed in busi- 
ness sack-suit, came sturdily forward and took position by the Captain’s 
side. 

At sight of the new-comer Murray’s face, that had regained a bit 
of its ruddy hue, again turned dirty white, and the boy Lieutenant, 
eying him closely, saw the twitch of his thin, half-hidden lips. 

“ Point out your man,” said the Captain to the new arrival. 

The civilian stepped forward, and without a word twice tapped with 
his forefinger the broad breast of Prisoner Murray and, never looking 
at him, turned again to the officer of the day. 

“What was his name in the Seventh?” asked the latter. 

“ Sackett.” 

The Captain turned to the officer of the guard. “ Mr. Ray,” said 
he, “separate Murray from the garrison prisoners and have him put 
in a cell. That man must be carefully guarded. You may dismiss 
the guard, sir.” 

And, followed by the stranger, Captain Kress was leaving the 
ground when Murray seemed to recover himself, and in loud and de- 
fiant voice gave tongue,— 

“That man’s a damned liar, and this is an outrage.” 

“Shut up, Murray!” shouted the Sergeant of the guard, scandal- 
ized at such violation of military proprieties. “It’s gagged you’ll be, 
you idiot,” he added between his set teeth, as with scowling face he 
bore down on the equally scowling prisoner. “Come out of that and 
step along here ahead of me. I’ll put you where shoutin’ won’t help.” 
And slowly, sullenly, Murray obeyed. 

Slowly and in silence the groups of spectators broke up and saun- 
tered away as the last of the prisoners dragged back into the guard- 
house, and the guard itself broke ranks and went within doors, leaving 
only the sentry pacing mechanically the narrow, hard-beaten path, the 
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Sergeant, and, at the turn of the road, the young Lieutenant whom 
Captain Kress had addressed as Mr. Ray. This officer, having silently 
received his superior’s orders and seen to it that Murray was actually 
“behind the bars,” had again come forth into the gathering twilight, 
the gloaming of a cheerless day, and having hastened to the bend, from 
which point the forms of the officer of the day and his associate were 
still faintly visible, stood gazing after them, a puzzled look in his brave 
young face. 

Not yet a month in possession of his commission, here was a lad to 
whom every iota of the routine of a lieutenant’s life was as familiar as 
though he had drawn the pay for a decade. 

Born and bred in the army, taught from early boyhood to ride and 
shoot, to spar and swim, spending his vacation in saddle and his school- 
days in unwilling study, an adept in every healthful and exhilarating 
sport, keen with rifle and revolver, with shotgun and rod, with bat and 
racquet, with the gloves and Indian clubs, the nimblest quarter-back 
and dodger, the swiftest runner of his school, it must be owned that 
Mr. Sanford Ray was a most indifferent scholar. Of geography, his- 
tory, and languages he had rather more than a smattering because of 
occasional tours abroad when still at an impressionable age. Yet 
Sandy “took more stock,” as he expressed it, and “ stawk,” as he called 
it, in Sioux and the sign language than he did in French or German, — 
knew far more of the Rockies and Sierras than he did of the Alps,” 
studied the European cavalry with the eye of an accomplished critic, 
and stoutly maintained that while they were bigger swells and prettier 
to look at, they could neither ride nor shoot to compare with the sturdy 
troopers of his father’s squadron. 

“As to uniforms,” said Sandy, “anybody could look swagger in 
the lancer and hussar rig. It takes a man to look like a soldier in what 
our fellows have to wear.” 

‘It wasn’t the field garb Sandy despised, but the full dress, the blue 
and yellow enormity in which our troopers are compelled to appear. 

It had been the faint hope of his fond parents that Master Sandy 
would grow up to be something, by which was meant a lawyer, an artist, 
architect, engineer, something in civil life that promised home and 
fortune. But the lad from babyhood would think of nothing but the 
army, and with much misgiving, in Sandy’s fifteenth year, his father 
shipped him to paeetitiede where they were less at home than in Kansas, 
and gave him a year’s hard schooling in hopes of bracing up his mathe- 
matics. 

Sandy was wild to go to West Point, and at the bottom of his heart 
Major Ray would have rejoiced had he thought it possible for Sandy 
to pull through; but ruefully he minded him how hard a task was his 
own, and how close he came to failure at the semi-annual exams. 
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“Sandy hates Math. even more than I did,” said he to Marion, his de- 
voted wife. “It was all I could do to squirm through when the course 
was nowhere near as hard as it is to-day, so don’t set your heart on it, 
little woman.” 

The appointment was not so hard to get, for Major Billy had a 
host of friends in his native State, and an old chum at the Point as- 
sured him he could coach young Sandy through the preliminary, and, 
indeed, he did. Sandy scraped in after six months’ vigorous work, 
managed to hold his own through the first year’s tussle with algebra 
and geometry, which he had studied hard and faithfully before, was a 
pet in his class, and the pride and joy of his mother’s and sister’s hearts 
in yearling camp, where he blossomed out in corporal’s chevrons and 
made as natty and active a first sergeant as could be found while the 
“ furlough class” was away. 

But the misery began with “analytical” and the crisis came with 
calculus, and to the boy’s bitter sorrow, after having been turned back 
one year on the former and failing utterly on the latter, the verdict 
of the Academic Board went dead against him, and stout old soldiers 
thereon cast their votes with grieving hearts, for “ Billy Ray’s Boy” 
was a lad they hated to let go, but West Point rules are inexorable. 

It was hard to reconcile the lad at first. The Major set him up as 
a young ranchman in a lovely valley in the Big Horn Range, and there 
“he went sturdily to work, but before the winter was fairly on the coun- 
try was rousing to the appeals of Cuba, and before it was gone the Maine 
had sunk, a riddled hulk, and the spring came in with a call to arms. 

Together with some two hundred young fellows all over the land, 
Sanford Ray went up for examination for the vacant second lieu- 
tenancies in the army, and he who had failed in analytical and cal- 
culus passed without grave trouble the more practical ordeal demanded 
by the War Department, was speedily commissioned in the artillery, 

and, to his glory and delight, promptly transferred to the cavalry. 

Then came the first general break-up the family had really known, 
for the Major hurried away to Kentucky to assume command of the | 
regiment of volunteers of which he had been made colonel. Billy, 
Junior, a lad of barely seventeen, enlisted at Lexington as a bugler in 
his father’s regiment, and swore he’d shoot himself if they didn’t let 
him serve. The Kentuckians were ordered to Chickamauga, the young 
regular to the Presidio at San Francisco, and Mrs. Ray, after.seeing 
her husband and youngest son started for the South, returned to Leaven- 
worth, where they had just settled down a week before the war began, 
packed and stored the household furniture, then, taking “ Maidie” with 
her, hurried westward to see the last of her boy, whose: a was 
destined for service at Manila. 


The Lieutenant, as they delighted in calling. hii, joinea them at 
VoL. LXV.—58 
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Denver, looking perfectly at home in his field uniform and perfectly 
happy. They left Maidie to spend a week with old army friends at 
Fort Douglas, and as soon as Sandy was settled in his new duties and 
the loving mother had satisfied herself the cavalry would not be spirited 
away before July, she accepted the eager invitation of other old friends 
to visit them at Sacramento, and there they were, mother and daughter, 
again united this very raw and foggy evening, when Mr. Ray, as officer 
of the guard, stood at the bend of the roadway east of the Presidio 
guard-house, gazing after the vanishing forms of Captain Kress and 
the burly stranger in civilian clothes, and wondering where on earth it 
was he had seen the latter before. 

So engrossed was he in this that it was only when a second time 
addressed that he whirled about and found himself confronting a tall 
and slender young officer, with frank, handsome blue eyes and fine, 
clear-cut face, a man perhaps five years his senior in age and one grade 
in rank, for his overcoat sleeve bore the single loop and braid of a first 
lieutenant. 

He was in riding-boots and spurs, as Ray noted at first glance, and 
there behind him stood an orderly holding the horses of both. 

“Pardon me. I am Lieutenant Stuyvesant of General Vinton’s 
staff. This is the officer of the guard, I believe, and I am sent to make 
some inquiry of a prisoner—a man named Murray.” 

“We have such a man,” said Ray, eying the new-comer with soldierly 
appreciation of his general appearance and not without envy of his 
inches. “ But he’s just been locked in a cell, and it will take an ordér 
from the officer of the day to fetch him algae you could s see him 
in there with other prisoners within ear-shot.’ 

“Not very well,” answered Stuyvesant, looking curiously into the 
dark eyes of the youngster. “ Perhaps I’d better see the officer of the 
day at once.” 

“ You'll find him at the club. He’s just gone in,” said Ray, mind- 
ful of the fact that this was the Captain’s time for a cocktail, and with 
a courteous salute the aide-de-camp hastened away. 

In five minutes he was back with a pencilled ‘Serawl from Kress to 
the effect that Lieutenant Stuyvesant was to be permitted to interview 
the prisoner Murray outside the guard-house, but sentries must be 
placed to prevent escape. 

Quickly young Ray called out the Corporal and two men, warned 
them of the duty demanded, stationed them up and down the road and 
opposite the guard-house, but just out of ear-shot, ordered the prisoner 
brought forth, and then, leaving Stuyvesant standing at the post of 
Number 1, stepped a dozen yards away into the mist. 

A minute later out came the Sergeant, marshalling Murray after 
him, a sentry at his heels. Then in the gathering darkness the tall 
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officer and the short, thick-set soldier met face to face, and the latter 
recoiled and began glancing quickly, furtively about him. _ 

Just how it all happened Ray could never quite tell. The light 
was now feeble, the lamps were only just beginning to burn. There 
was a moment of low-toned talk between the two, a question twice re- 
peated in firmer tone, then a sudden, desperate spring and dash for 
liberty. 

Like a centre rush—a charging bull—the prisoner came head on 
straight to where young Ray was standing, heedless of a yell to halt, 
and in less time than it takes to tell it, the lithe little athlete of West 
Point’s crack football team had sprung and tackled and downed him 
in his tracks. 

Biting, cursing, straining, the big bully lay in the mud, overpowered 
now by the instant dash of the guard, while their bantam officer, rising 
and disgustedly contemplating the smear of wet soil all over his new 
overcoat, was presently aware of Stuyvesant, bending forward, extend- 
ing a helping hand and exclaiming: 

“ By Jove, but that was a neat tackle! You must have been a joy 
to your team. What was it?” 

“West Point—last year’s.” 

“ And may I ask—the name?” 

“My name’s Ray,” said Sandy with beaming smile, showing a row 
of even, white teeth under the budding, dark mustache, and Stuy- 
vesant felt the warm blood surging to his forehead, just as it had be- 
fore that day in the General’s tent. 

“T think I should have known that,” he presently stammered. “ It 
was Miss Ray who so skilfully treated those poor fellows burned out on 
our train. I suppose you heard of it?” 

“Why, yes,” answered the youngster, again curiously studying the 
face of his tall visitor. “Then it was you she—I heard about. Wish I 
weren’t on duty. I’d be glad to have you over at my quarters or the 
club.” 

“TI wish so too, and yet I’m lucky in finding you here, since”— 
and here Stuyvesant turned and looked resentfully towards the be- 
draggled figure of Murray, now being supported back to the cells— 
“since that fellow proved so churlish and ungrateful. He’s all wrath 
at being put behind the bars and won’t answer any questions.” 

“What else could he expect?” asked Ray bluntly. “ He’s a de- 
serter.” 

“A deserter!” exclaimed Stuyvesant in surprise. “Who says so?” 

“Captain Kress, officer of the day, or at least a cit who came with 
him to identify him. They say he skipped from the Seventh Cavalry.” 

At this piece of information Mr. Stuyvesant whirled about again 
in added astonishment. “Why,” said he, “this upsets—one theory 
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completely. I declare, if that’s true we’re all at sea. I beg pardon,” 
he continued, but now with marked hesitancy—“ you know—you’ve 
heard, I suppose, about—Foster ?” 

“ What Foster ?” 

“Why, the recruit, you know, the one we lost at Port Gute: ” and 
the blue eyes were curiously and intently studying the face of the 
younger soldier, dimly visible now that the guard-house lamps were 
beginning to glow. 

“T knew there was a recruit missing, and—seems to me that was 
the name,” answered Ray. 

“ And—didn’t you know who he was—that it was—pardon me, the 
man who—lived near you—had a ranch—— 

“Great Scott! You don’t mean Wally Foster! He enlisted and 
in the cavalry! Well, ’m——” And now Mr. Ray’s merriment over- 
came him. “I never thought there was that much to Wally. He was 
a lackadaisical sort of a spook when I saw him. What possessed him 
to enlist? He’s no stuff for a soldier.” 

Stuyvesant hesitated. That letter of old Colonel Martindale’s was 
shown him in confidence. But Ray’s next impetuous outburst settled it. 

“Oh, by Jove! I see it,—it’s——” And here the white teeth 
gleamed in the lamplight, for Mr. Ray was laughing heartily. 

“Yes? It’s what?” smiled Stuyvesant sympathetically. 

“It’s my sister, I reckon,” laughed Ray. “She once said she 
wouldn’t marry outside of the army, and he heard it.” 

“ Oh,—did she ?” said Stuyvesant reflectively, and then he ¥ was silent. 


VI. 


WHEN Vinton’s flotilla drew out into that wonderful bay, and the 
crowded transports rode at anchor on the tide, there came swarming 
about them all manner of harbor craft, some laden with comforts for 
the departing soldiery, some with curiosity seekers, some with con- 
traband of war in the shape of fruits and fluids, but all were warned 
to keep a cable’s length at least away. 

The commanding General, with other officers of rank, was darting 
from ship to ship in a swift steam launch, holding brief conference 
with the Colonel in command of each, and finally repairing to his own, 
—the flag-ship,—where the final adieux were exchanged. 

The General and his aides nimbly mounted the steep stairway to 
the bridge, the launch swung loose, and then, up to the mast-head flew 
a little bunch of bunting that broke as it reached the truck, and there 
- fluttered in the strong salt wind whistling in from sea the eagerly 
awaited signal to “up anchor and follow.” 

And then at the stern of the Vanguard the waves were churned 
into foam as the massive screw began its spin, and slowly, steadily 


A Story of Manila 837 


the flag-ship forged ahead to the accompaniment of a deafening din 
of steam whistles and sirens all over the bay. Promptly the other 
transports followed the movements of the leader, and presently, in 
trailing column, five big black steamships, thronged with cheering 
soldiery, were slowly ploughing their way towards the grand entrance 
of that spacious. harbor, the matchless Golden Gate. 

Coming abreast of rock-ribbed Alcatraz, still moving at less than 
half speed, the flag-ship was greeted by the thunder of the parting 
salute, and the commanding General, standing with his staff upon the 
bridge, doffed his cap and bared his handsome head in acknowledg- 
ment. 

“The next guns we’re apt to hear will be the Spaniards’ at Manila, 
and shotted guns instead of blanks,” said a staff officer to the tall, 
fair-haired aide-de-camp. “ What’s the matter, Stuyvesant? Begin- 
ning to feel wabbly already? There’s no sea here to speak of.” 

“T was watching that boat,” was the quiet reply, as the young 
officer pointed to a small white steamer that appeared coming in pur- 
suit, carefully picking a way through the host of harbor craft still 
screeching and steaming along as escort to the fleet. 

There was an eager light in the bright blue eyes, but the high color 
had fled. Stuyvesant looked as though he had not slept as much or 
as well of late as perfect health required, and his questioner gazed 
keenly into his face, then turned away with a smile. . 


Only three days before on the register of the Occidental appeared 
among the arrivals the entry “ Mrs. William P. Ray, Miss Ray, Fort 
Leavenworth,” and that evening at least a dozen officers called and sent 
up their cards, and Lieutenant Ray came in from the Presidio and 
was with his mother and sister an hour or more. 

The ladies held quite a little levee in the parlor of the familiar 
old-army hostelry, and Mr. Stuyvesant, after a long and fatiguing day’s 
duty at camp, accompanied his General to their very handsome apart- 
ments at The Palace, and then falteringly asked if he might be ex- 
cused awhile—he had.a call or two to make. 

The evening papers had announced the arrival of the wife and 
daughter of “ the gallant officer so well known for a quarter of a cen- 
tury gone by to many of our citizens—Captain ‘ Billy’ Ray, now colonel 
of the —th Kentucky,” and Stuyvesant had determined to make an 
effort to meet them. But he was a stranger to the officers who called 
and sent up their cards—all old regulars. 

Lieutenant Ray was with the party in the parlor, and Stuyvesant 
felt a strange shyness when striving to persuade himself to send his 
card to that young officer and boldly ask to be presented. Surely it 
was the proper thing to seek and meet her and thank her for her deft 
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ministrations the night of the fire. Surely a man of his distinguished 
family and connections need not shrink from asking to be introduced 
to any household in all our broad domain, and yet Stuyvesant found 
himself nervous and hesitant, wandering about the crowded office, 
making pretence of interest in posters and pictures, wistfully regarding 
the jovial knots of regulars who seemed so thoroughly at home. 

Over at The Palace, where so many of the general officers and their 
staffs were quartered, he had dozens of friends. Here at this favorite 
old resort of the regular service he stood alone, and to his proud and 
sensitive spirit it seemed as though there were a barrier between him 
and these professional soldiers. 

There was the whole secret of his trouble. Absurd and trivial as 
it may seem, Stuyvesant shrank from the enterprise, even at the very 
threshold,—shrank even from sending his card and asking for Lieu- 
tenant Ray, for no other or better reason than that he did not know 
how a volunteer would be welcomed. 

And so for nearly half an hour he hovered irresolute about the office, 
unconscious of the many glances of interest and admiration from the 
keen eyes of the officers gathered in laughing groups about the mar- 
bled floor. Not one of their number was his superior in form and 
feature, and his uniform was the handiwork of Gotham’s best military 
tailor. They saw that the instant he threw off his cape. 

One of their number whispered that it was Mr. Stuyvesant, General 
Vinton’s aide, for everybody knew Vinton, and more than one would 
have been glad to take the aide-de-camp by the hand and bid him wel- 
come to their coterie but for that same odd shyness that, once away 
from camp or garrison and in the atmosphere of metropolitan life, 
seems to clog and hamper the kindlier impulses of the soldier. 

Presently, as Stuyvesant stood at the desk looking over the register, 
he heard himself accosted by name, and turning quickly, hopefully, 
found to his disappointment only a stocky little man in civilian dress. 
Yet the face was familiar, and the trouble in the honest brown eyes 
looking up to him, as though for help and sympathy, went right to 
his heart. Even before the man could give his name or tell his need, 
Stuyvesant knew him and held out a cordial hand: 

“Why, you’re our brakeman! I’m glad to see you. What’s 
wrong ?” 

“ T’ve lost me job, sir,” was the answer, with a little choke. “They 
let me out two days ago—for sayin’ their rotten old car caught fire from 
the boxes, I reckon.” 

“You don’t tell me!” exclaimed Stuyvesant in honest indignation. 
“ Now, how can I help you? What shall we do?” 

“Take me to Manila, sir. I don’t need this place. There’s no 
one dependent on me—I can’t soldier. They won’t ‘list a fellow with 
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only two fingers,’ and he held up a maimed hand. “ Lost the others 
in a freight smash-up six years ago. But there’s a railway out there 
that'll be ours in a few months. Then you'll want Yankee train-hands. 
Can you do that much for me, Lieutenant?” 

“Come to me at The Palace at eight o’clock in the morning,” 
answered Stuyvesant. “T’ll have had a chance to talk to my General 
by that time. Meanwhile”—and with a blush he began drawing forth 
his purse. 

The brakeman smiled. “I’ve got money enough, sir. They paid 
me off and I had some put by. Thank you all the same, Mr. Stuyve- 
sant.—Oh, yes, sir, I’m ready,” he broke off suddenly in addressing 
some other person, and Stuyvesant, turning quickly to see, was con- 
fronted by Lieutenant Ray. 

“Oh, how-de-do? Going to be hone long?” promptly queried that 
young gentleman. “ Haven’t seen you since the night at the Presidio. 
*Scuse me, will you, I’ve got to take—er—my sister wants to see the 
brakeman, you know.—With you the night of the fire.” And with 
that Mr. Ray hopped briskly away to the elevator, the ex-trainman 
following, leaving Stuyvesant standing enviously at the counter. 

Even a brakeman could go to her and hear her pleasant words and 
receive that beaming smile and perhaps a clasp of that cool, slender 
little hand, while he who so longed for it all stood without the pale. 

Then an impulse that had been spurring him for half an hour 
overmastered him. The parlors were public. At least he could go 
and take a peep at her. 

He started for the elevator, then changed his plan, turned, and, 
with his cape still thrown over his arm, ascended the stairs. The 
clerk at the office desk glanced curiously at him, but the uniform was 
sufficient. In a moment he found himself in the broad corridor and 
almost in front of the door-way to the parlor. Half a dozen groups, 
women and officers, were scattered about in merry conversation, but 
Stuyvesant’s eyes were riveted instantly on a little party close by the 
elevator shaft. There, hat in hand, bowing and blushing, stood the 
brakeman. There, with a bright, genial smile on her serene and happy 
face, stood a matronly woman who, despite her soft blue eyes and fair 
hair and complexion, was patent at once as the mother of the lovely, 
dark-eyed girl and the trim young soldier who a the other mem- 
bers of the group. 

Three or four officers, some of them past the sui others young 
subalterns, stood looking on in evident interest, and Stuyvesant halted 
spell-bound, not knowing just what to do. 

It was over in a moment. The railwayman, confused but happy, 
had evidently been the recipient of kind and appreciative words, for 
his face was glowing, and Miss Ray’s fairly beamed with the radiance 
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of its smile. Then the door flew open as the elevator-car stopped for 
passengers, and the ex-brakeman backed in-and disappeared from 
view. Then the mother twined an arm about her daughter’s slender 
waist, and two young officers sprang forward to her side. Together 
they came sauntering towards the parlor door, and then, all on a sud- 
den, she looked up and saw him. 

There was no mistaking the flash of instant recognition in her beau- 
tiful eyes. Stuyvesant’s heart leaped as his eager gaze met the swift 
glance, and noted with joy that she certainly saw and knew him: more 
than that, that the sight gave her pleasure. But in another instant 
she had recovered herself and turned to ask some quick question of the 
young gallant at her side, and Stuyvesant, who was almost at the point 
of bowing low, found himself savagely hating those yellow straps and 
stripes and wishing the cavalry in perdition. Somebody was speaking 
to Mr. Ray, and he couldn’t catch that young officer’s eye. The party 
stopped a moment at the threshold, one of the officers was saying good- 
night, and then a voice at Stuyvesant’s elbow said “ Which is Lieu- 
tenant Ray?” It was the bell-boy. 

A sudden inspiration came to Stuyvesant. “ What is it?” he said. 
“ Have you a message for him?” 

“Yes,” was the answer. “ many telephoning for him from the 
Presidio. Want him to come at once.” 

“Tell me the whole message and I'll give it,” said Stuyvesant. 
Anything wrong ?? 

“Yes, sir. The clerk’s at the phone now, but I couldn’t get the 
trouble. Something’s broke loose, as I understand it.” 

And that delay was fatal. Bounding up the steps, three at a stride, 
came a young officer, breathless, and made straight for the group. 
Seeing that Mrs. Ray and Miss Marion were close at hand, he paused 
one moment, then with significant gesture called Ray to his side. Then 
Stuyvesant could not but hear every word of the sudden and startling 
message. 

“ Ray, you’re wanted at the barracks at once. Prisoners ’scaped 
and your house is robbed !” 

Stuyvesant ran beside him as Ray went bounding down the stairs 
and out into Montgomery Street. 

“ Can I be of any service? Can’t I help you some way?” he urged, 
for he saw the young officer was looking white and anxious. But Ray 
hurriedly thanked him and declined. He could not imagine, he said, 
what his loss might be, yet something told him if seceted had escaped 
it was that hulking sinner Murray. 

He sprang upon the first street-car at the corner, _— his hand in 
parting, and was whisked away westward, leaving Stuyvesant stand- 


ing disconsolate. 
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How now could he hope to meet her? The clerk at the office seemed 
friendly and sympathetic when Stuyvesant wandered back there, and 
gave him such particulars of the situation at the Presidio as he had 
been able to gather over the wire. It seemed that a rumor had reached 
the commanding officer that a number of tools had been smuggled into 
the guard-house by the prisoners, and by the aid of these they hoped 
to cut their way out. Despite the fact that it was growing dark, a 
search of the prison room and cells was ordered while the prisoners 
stood in line in front awaiting the usual evening inspection. There 
was no one to tell just who started it or how, but, all on a sudden, while 
many of the guard were aiding in the search inside, the whole array 
of prisoners, regular and volunteer, old and young, except those few 
in irons, made a sudden and simultaneous dash for liberty, scattering 
in every direction. Some had already been recaptured, but at least 
twenty-five were still at large, and the Post Adjutant, telephoning for 
Ray, briefly added that there was every evidence that his quarters had 
been robbed. 

All this Stuyvesant heard with an absorbing interest, wondering 
whether it might not be possible to make it a plea or pretext on which 
to present himself to Mrs. Ray, and then ask to be presented to her 
daughter. A second time he ascended the stairs and, sauntering by, 
peered in at the parlor-door. Yes, there sat the charming matron look- 
ing so winsome and kind as she smiled upon her circle of visitors, but, 
alas, they were four in number and all officers of rank in the regular 
service, and Stuyvesant’s shyness again overcame him. 

Moreover, his brief glance into the brightly lighted apartment, all 
decorated as it was with flags and flowers, revealed Miss Ray seated 
near the window with two young cavalrymen in devoted attendance— 
all three apparently so absorbed in their chat that he, lonely and wist- 
ful, escaped observation entirely until, just as he passed from view, 
her lovely dark eyes were for an instant quickly raised, and though 
he knew it not, she saw him, and saw too that he was wandering aim- 
lessly about, but, quick as woman’s intuition, her eyes returned to the 
face of the eager young trooper by her side, for Stuyvesant turned 
for one more longing glance before descending, defeated, to the office 
floor. 

It was his last opportunity, and fate seemed utterly against him, 
for when on the following evening his General went to call upon Mrs. 
Ray and took his handsome and hopeful aide, “'The ladies are out,” 
said the bell-boy. They were dining at the Adjutant-General’s. 

In desperation, Stuyvesant went over to a florist’s on Post Street, 
bought a box of superb roses, and sent them with his card to Miss Ray, 
expressing deep regret that he had been denied opportunity to thank 
her in person for her kindness to him the night of the fire. He wanted 
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to say that he owed his eyes to her, but felt that she knew better and 
would be more offended than pleased. 
He was to sail on the morrow, and he had not even seen her brother 


again. 


But the department commander had said he purposed coming out 
with a party of friends to run alongside the flag-ship as she steamed 
slowly out to sea, and that was why Mr. Stuyvesant stood so eagerly 
watching the ploughing side-wheeler so swiftly coming in pursuit. 
Already he had made out the double stars in the bunting at the jack- 
staff. Already he could distinguish the forms of several general officers 
whose commands were not yet ready for embarkation and the fluttering 
garments of a score of women. 

Something told him she would be of the party, and as the Vanguard 
slowed down to let the head-quarters’ boat run alongside, his heart beat 
eagerly when his General said: “ We’ll go down, gentlemen, and board 
her. It’ll be much easier than the climb would be to them.” 

So it happened that five minutes later he found himself at the heels 
of his chief shaking hands mechanically with a dozen officers, while 
his eyes kept peering beyond them to where, on the after-deck, the 
smiling group of women stood expectant. 

And presently the General pushed on for a word of farewell with 
them, the aides obediently following, and then came more presenta- 
tions to cordial and kindly people whose names he did not even hear, 
for just a little farther on, and still surrounded by cavaliers, stood Mrs. 
Ray, the handsomest and most distinguished-lookmg woman of the 
party, and close beside her, petite and graceful, her dark beauty even 
the more noticeable in contrast with the fair features of her mother, 
stood Maidie. And then at last it came, the simple words that threw 
down the social barrier that so long had balked him. 

“My aide-de-camp, Mr. Stuyvesant, Mrs. Ray,—Miss Ray,” and 
with his soul in his eyes he looked down into that radiant face, smiling 
so cordially, unconstrainedly into his, and then found himself striving 
to recall what on earth it was he was so anxious to say. 

He knew that he was flushing to the peak of his forage-cap. He 
knew he was trying to stammer something. He saw that she was per- 
fectly placid and at her ease. He saw, worse luck, that she wore a little 
knot of roses on the breast of her natty jacket, but that they were not 
his. He faltered something to the effect that he had been trying to see 
her ever since the night of the fire—had so much to thank her for; 
and her white, even, beautiful teeth gleamed as she laughingly answered 
that the cherries had more than cancelled the score. 

He asked for news of her brother, and was told that he had been 
too much occupied to come in again. They were going out to the 
Presidio that afternoon. 
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And then he ventured to hope Mr. Ray had sustained no great loss 
in the robbery of his quarters, and saw at once that he was breaking 
news, for the smile vanished instantly, the lovely face clouded with 
concern, and he had only time to stammer: “Then, probably, there was 
no truth in the story. I merely happened to hear two nights ago that 
Mr. Ray’s quarters had been robbed,—about the time the prisoners 
escaped.” And then he heard his General calling, and saw that the 
party was already clambering back to the Vanguard. 

“‘ T—I—I hope I may see you when we get back from Manila, Miss 
Ray,” he said, as he bowed over her hand. 

“TI think you may see me—before that,” was the smiling answer. 
And then Captain Hawley grabbed him by the arm and rushed him 
to the side. 

Two minutes more and he was on the deck of the transport. The 
lines were cast off, the white side-wheeler, alive with sympathetic faces, 
some smiling, some tearful, and a forest of fluttering kerchiefs, dropped 
slowly astern, and all that long evening as they bored through the fogs 
of the Farallones and bowed and dipped to the long swell of the sea, 
and all the long week that followed as they steamed over a sunlit sum- 
mer ocean, Stuyvesant found himself repeating again and again her 
parting words, and wondering what could have been the explanation of 
her knowing nothing of the robbery of her brother’s quarters or what 
could have been her meaning when she said “I think you may see me 
—before that.” 

' Only once on the run to Honolulu was the flotilla of transports 
neared by other voyagers. Three days out from San Francisco the 
“0. and O.” liner Doric slowly overhauled and gradually passed them 
by. Exchanging signals, “ All well on board,” she was soon lost in the 
shadows of the night long miles ahead. 


VII. 


THERE was trouble at the Presidio. 

All but ten of the escaped prisoners had been recaptured or self- 
surrendered, but the ten still at large were among the worst of the 
array, and among the ten was the burly, hulking recruit enlisted under 
the name of Murray, but declared by Captain Kress, on the strength 
of the report of a detective from town, to be earlier and better known 
as Sackett and as a former member of the Seventh Cavalry, from 
which regiment he had parted company without the formality of either 
transfer or discharge. 

Murray was a man worth his keep, as military records of misde- 
meanors went, and a sore-hearted fellow was the Sergeant of the guard, 
held responsible for the wholesale escape. And yet it was not so much 
the Sergeant’s fault. 
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The evening had come on dark, damp, and dripping. Gas-lamps 
and barrack-lanterns were lighted before the sunset gun. The Sergeant 
himself and several of the guard had been called inside to the prison 
room by the commanding officer and his staff. There was a maze of 
brick and wooden buildings in front of the guard-house, and a perfect 
tangle of dense shrubbery only fifty yards away to the west. It was 
into this that most of the fugitives dived and were instantly lost to sight, 
while others had doubled behind the guard-house and rushed into an 
alley-way that passed in rear of the club and a row of officers’ quarters. 

Some of them apparently had taken refuge in the cellars or wood- 
and coal-sheds until thick darkness came down, and others had actually 
dared to enter the quarters of Lieutenant Ray, for the back door was 
found wide open, the sideboard, wherein had been kept some choice old 
Kentucky whiskey produced only on special occasions, had been forced, 
and the half-emptied demijohn and some glasses stood on the table in 
a pool of sloppy water. 

But what was worse, the Lieutenant’s desk in the front room, 
securely locked when he went to town, had been burst open with a 
chisel, and Mr. Ray had declined to say how much he had lost. In- 
deed, he did not fully know. 

“Too busy to come in,” was the message he had sent his mother 
the morning after the discovery, and yet all that morning he remained 
about his quarters after one brief interview with the perturbed and 
exasperated post commander, ransacking desks, drawers, and trunks in 
the vain hope that he might find in them some of the missing property, 
for little by little the realization was forced upon him that his loss would 
sum up several hundreds—all through his own neglect and through 
disregard of his father’s earnest counsel. 

Only three days before the Lieutenant commanding his troop had 
been sent to Oregon and Washington on duty connected with the mus- 
tering of volunteers. Their Captain was a field officer of one of the 
regiments of his native State, and, in hurriedly leaving, Lieutenant 
Creswell had turned over to his young subordinate not only the troop 
fund, amounting to over four hundred dollars, but the money belonging 
to the post athletic association, and marked envelopes containing the 
pay-of certain soldiers on temporary detached service—in all between 
nine hundred and one thousand dollars. 

“‘Whenever you have care of public money—even temporarily— 
put it at once into the nearest United States depository,” said his 
father. “ Even office safes in garrison are not safe,” he had further 
said. “ Clerks, somehow, learn the combination and are tempted some- 
times beyond their strength. Lose no time, therefore, in getting your 
funds into the bank.” 

And that was what he meant to do in this case, only, as the absent 
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troopers were expected to return in two days, what was the use of 
breaking up those sealed envelopes and depositing the whole thing only 
to have to draw it out in driblets again as the men came to him for it. 

There stood his own desk, a beautiful and costly thing—his mother’s 
gift—with its strong locks and intricate system of pigeon-holes and 
secret drawers. He would “chance it” one night, he said, and give 
his trusted servant orders to stand guard over the premises, and so the 
little bag of gold went into one closed compartment, the envelopes and 
wads of treasury notes into the hidden drawer, and the key into his 
watch-pocket. 

His servant was a young man whose father had been with Colonel 
Ray for quarter of a century, a faithful Irishman by the name of Hogan. 
He was honest to the core and had but one serious failure—he would 
And now Saturday morning, while the guns of Alcatraz were boom- 
ing in salute across the bay and all the garrison was out along the shore 
or on the seaward heights, waving farewell to the Vinton flotilla, and 
his mother and Maidie had gone out with the department commander 
to bid them god-speed, poor Sandy sat wretchedly in his quarters. 

Hogan, overwhelmed by the magnitude of his master’s misfortunes, 
and realizing that it was due in no small degree to his own neglect, 
was now self-exiled from the Lieutenant’s roof, and seeking such con- 
solation as he could find at the Harp of Erin outside the walls, a miser- 
able and contrite man,—contrite, that is to say, as manifested in the 
manner of his country, for Hogan was pottle deep in his distress. 

Although vouched for as perfectly sober from the Hibernian point 
of view, he well knew that he had taken so much that fatal Thursday 
evening as to be fearful of meeting his master, and so had kept out 
of the way until full time for him to be gone to dinner. Then, work- 
ing his way homeward in the darkness of the night, he had marvelled 
much at finding the back door open, rejoiced at sight of the demijohn 
and disorder in the little dining-room, arguing therefrom that the 
Lieutenant had had some jovial callers and therefore hadn’t missed him. 

Hogan drank, in his master’s priceless old Blue Grass Bourbon, to 
the health of the party, and then, stumbling into the bedroom and 
lighting the lamp, came upon a sight that filled him with dismay—the 
beautiful desk burst open, drawers and letters and papers scattered 
about in utter confusion,—and in his excitement and terror he had 
gone on the run to the Adjutant’s quarters, told that official of his 
discovery, and then learned of the wholesale jail delivery that occurred 
at retreat. 

He wrung his hands and wept as he listened to his young master’s 
wrathful rebuke and the recital of his losses. He hung meekly about 
the house all night long, but, unable to bear the sight of poor Ray’s 
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mingled anger and distress, he had fled with the coming of the day and 
gone to tell his woes to his friend of the Harp. 

Afternoon of Saturday came, and still Ray sat there nerveless. 

He knew that any moment now would bring that loving mother and 
sister. He had cleared up the litter left by the robbers, put his desk 
in order, and Hogan had done his best with the sideboard in the other 
room. 

Sympathetic souls among his brother officers had been in from time 
to time consoling him with theories that the thief could not escape,— 


would surely be recaptured and the money recovered. But on the’ 


other hand he was visited by the returned troopers in quest of their 
money, and was compelled to tell them of the robbery and to ask them 
to wait until Monday, when he would be able to pay them. 

Luckier than others who have been overtaken in the army by some- 
what similar misfortune, Ray knew that he had only to acquaint his 
parents with the extent of his loss, and, even though the sum was great, 
it would be instantly made good.. Yet the thought of having to tell 
his mother was a sore thing. He had disregarded his father’s caution. 
He had proved unworthy of trust before the gloss had begun to wear 
from his first shoulder-straps, and he well knew that his mother’s for- 
tune was no longer what it was at the time of her marriage. _ 

In the years of their wanderings all over the West all her business 
affairs had been in the hands of a trusted agent at home, and it so often 
happens that in the prolonged absence of owners trusted agents follow 
the lead of the unjust steward of Holy Writ and make friends of the 
mammon of unrighteousness and ducks and drakes of their employers’ 
assets. 

The ranch bought for him the year gone by was a heavy drain. His 
father, in giving him a few hundred dollars for his outfit, had told him 
that now he must live entirely on his pay, and that he should be able 
to “put by” a little every month. 

But, as was to be expected of his father’s son and his Scentaiiey blood, 
Sandy could not bid farewell to his associates at the ranch or the citi- 
zens of the little cow and mining town on the Big Horn without a 
parting “blow out,” in which his health was drunk a dozen times an 
hour. Oh, that he had that money now instead of certain unpaid bills 
in that ravished secret drawer! It was humiliation inexpressible to have 
to send those men away empty-handed, and in his dejection and misery, 
poor boy, he wandered to his sideboard instead of going to luncheon 
at the mess, and all he had had to eat or drink that day, by the time 
Mrs. Ray and Maidie came late in the afternoon, was some crackers 
and cheese and he didn’t know how many nips of that priceless Blue 
Grass Bourbon. 

The bright, brave young eyes were glassy and his dark cheek heavily 
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flushed when at four o’clock he hastened out to assist his mother from 
her carriage, and the color fled from her beautiful face, her heart 
seemed to stand still, and her hand trembled violently as she noted it 
all, but took his arm without a word, and, with Maidie silently follow- 
ing, went up the steps and into the little army home, where the door 
closed behind them, and the knot of lookers-on, officers awaiting the 
call for afternoon stables, glanced significantly at each other, then 
went on their way. 
VIII. 

Vinton’s flotilla came steaming into Honolulu harbor just as the 
smoke of the Doric was fading away on the westward horizon. 

Cheers and acclamations, a banquet tendered to the entire force 
in the beautiful grounds about the Palace, and a welcome such as even 
San Francisco had not given awaited them. Three days were spent 
in coaling for the long voyage to Manila, and during that time officers 
and men were enabled to spend hours in sea-bathing and sight-seeing. 

Vinton, eager to push ahead, fumed with impatience over the slow 
and primitive methods by which his ships were coaled, but the junior 
officers found many a cause for rejoicing over their enforced detention. 
Dinners, dances, and surf-rides were the order of every evening. Riding 
parties to the Pali and picnics at Pearl Harbor and the plantations 
along the railway filled up every hour of the long, soft, sensuous days. 

The soldiers explored every nook and corner of the town and, for 
a wonder, got back to ship without serious diminution in their number, 
and with a high opinion of the police, who seemed bent on protecting 
the blue-coats from the States and making the best of their exuberance 
of spirits. 

Only one row of any consequence occurred within the forty-eight 
hours of their arrival. Three of the Colorado volunteers playing 
billiards in a prominent resort were deliberately annoyed and insulted 
by some merchant sailors who had been drinking heavily at the ex- 
pense of a short, thick-set, burly fellow in a loud check suit and flaming 
necktie, a stranger to the police, who knew of him only that he had 
landed from the Doric and was waiting the coming of the Miowera from. 
Vancouver for Australia, and she was due on the morrow. 

He had taken quarters at a second-rate sailors’ lodging-house and 
at first kept much to himself, but, once starting to drinking with his 
maritime neighbors, he became noisy and truculent, and sallied forth 
with four of his new-found friends, all half drunk and wholly bent on 
mischief. 

The sight of three quiet-mannered young fellows playing pool in 
the saloon was just the thing to excite all the blackguard instinct latent 
in their half-sodden skins, and from sneering remark ees had rapidly 
passed to deliberate insult. 
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In less than a minute thereafter the three young volunteers, flushed 
and panting, were surveying the police and bystanders busily engaged 
in dragging out from under the tables and propping up some wrecks 
of humanity, while the head devil of the whole business, the burly 
civilian in the loud-checked suit, pitched headlong out of a rear win- 
dow, was stanching the blood from his broken nose at the hydrant of 
a neighboring stable. 

The volunteers were escorted to the landing with all honors, and 
their antagonists, barring the ringleader, to the police station. The 
affair was over so quickly that few had seen anything of it, and only 
one man had pitched in to the support of the soldiers—a civilian who 
came over on the Vanguard by the authority of General Vinton, the 
ex-brakeman of the Southern Pacific. While the Colorado men had 
little to say beyond the statement that they had been wantonly insulted 
if not actually assailed by a gang of strangers, the railway man was 
ablaze with excitement and wrath over the escape of the leader of the 
vanquished party. 

“T’ve seen that cur-dog — of his somewhere before,” said he, 
“and the quicker you find him and nab him the better. That man’s 
wanted in more than one place or I’m a duffer.” 

And so the police spent hours that night in search of the stranger, 
but to no purpose. He kept in hiding somewhere, and their efforts 
were vain. Search of his luggage at the lodging-house revealed the 
fact that he had a lot of new shirts, underwear, etc., but not a paper 
or mark that revealed his identity. The proprietor said the man had 
given the name of Spence, but he heard two of the sailors call him 
Sackett. 

The following evening the General and his staff dined at the beau- 
tiful home of one of the old and wealthy residents, and towards nine 
o’clock Mr. Stuyvesant asked his General’s permission to withdraw, as 
he had two calls to make before returning aboard ship. They were to 
sail at. dawn. 

Bidding good-night and good-by to his charming hostess, and 
declining the hospitable offer of a post-prandial “ peg” from her genial 
lord, the young officer stepped blithely away down the moonlit avenue. 

It was a beautiful summer night. The skies were cloudless, the 

air soft and still. Somewhere, either at the park or in the grounds 
of the Royal Hawaiian, the famous band of Honolulu was giving a 
concert, and strains of glorious music, rich and full, came floating 
on the gentle breeze. Here and there the electric lights were gleaming 
in the dense tropical foliage, and sounds of merry chat and musical 
laughter fell softly on the ear. 

The broad thoroughfare of Beretania Street was well-nigh deserted, 

though once in a while the lights of a cab on noiseless wheel flashed by, 
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and at rare intervals Stuyvesant met or overtook some blissful pair 
whispering in the deep shadows of the overhanging trees. 

It was quite a walk to the Consul-General’s, his first objective point, 
but he enjoyed it and the brief visit that followed. Naturally the affair 
of the previous evening came up for discussion, and there was some 
conjecture and speculation as to the identity of the leader of the attack 
on the Denver boys. Stuyvesant repeated what his friend the brake- 
man said, that somewhere he had seen the fellow’s face before, but 
he had only a second’s glimpse of it, for the moment he launched in 
to the aid of the volunteers the man in the check suit caught sight of 
him—and a simultaneous crack on the nose that sent him reeling 
towards the open window, through which he darted the instant he could 
recover balance, leaving the field equally divided, four to four in point 
of numbers, but otherwise with overwhelming advantage on the side of 
the clear heads and trained muscles of the soldiers. 

A grewsome sight those sailors had presented when called up for 
sentence in the morning, and a remorseful quartette they proved. 
Moreover, to the Consul-General, who had been called in in the interest 
of fair play for Jack, they declared that they were innocent of all evil 
intent. They only went in for a little fun with the soldiers. It was 
that San Francisco fellow who called himself Spence when he was 
sober and Sackett when he got drunk who brought on the row, and 
then abandoned them to their fate. He had owned that he “had it 
in” for soldiers in general,—hated the whole gang of them and wanted 
to see them well licked. He had plenty of money and would pay their 
fines if the police “ran them in,” and now had left them in the lurch. 

They had no money and were confronted with the probability of 
a month’s labor with the “chain-gang” on the public roads if the 
Consul-General couldn’t get them off. So that amiable official had 
gone out to the flotilla and had a talk with the Colorado officers and _ 
the three brawny heroes of the billiard-room battle, with the result that 
everybody agreed to heap all the blame on the vanished culprit in the 
check suit, and the sailors got off with a nominal fine and went home 
to nurse their bruises and their wrath against Spence, alias Sackett. 
That fellow shouldn’t get away on the Miowera if they could help it. 

All this Stuyvesant was pondering over as, after stopping to leave 
his P. P. C. at the Pacific Club, he strolled down Fort Street on his 
way to the boat-landing. The big whistle of an incoming steamer had 
attracted his attention as he left the Consul-General’s to make one 
more call, and at the club he heard someone say the Miowera had 
reached her dock and would sail for Australia in the morning. 

The sky, that had been so cloudless early in the evening, became 
somewhat overcast by eleven, and the moonlight was dim and vague 


as he reached the landing. 
Vou. LXV.—i4 
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In his several trips to and from the transport it happened that he 
had fallen frequently into the hands of a bright Kanaka boatboy whose 
admirable rowing and handling of the boat had pleased and inter- 
ested him. 

“ Be ready to take me out about 11.30,” he had told him, and now 
where was he? 

Several officers and soldiers were there bargaining with the boat- 
men, and three or four of these amphibious Hawaiians precipitated 
themselves on apn with appeals for a job, but he asked for Joe. 

“Him gone,” was the answer of an eager rival. “ Him other job;” 
but even as they would have persuaded Stuyvesant that Joe was not to 
be had and his selection must be one of their number, Joe himself 
came running from the direction of a warehouse a short pistol-shot 
away. 
“What kept you, Joe?” asked Stuyvesant, as the light boat danced 
away on the tide. 

“ Feller want me take him outside Miowera,” was the answer, “him 
behind warehouse.” 

“The deuce you say!” exclaimed Stuyvesant, turning about in the 
stern-sheets and gazing back to shore. “Are there landing-stairs at 
the warehouse, and is he waiting for you there?” 

“ Huh,” nodded Joe. * 

“Then here,” said Stuyvesant, glancing seme and noting with 
satisfaction that the luminary was behind a thick bank of clouds. 
“Turn back and row to the warehouse steps. I want to look at that 
fellow.” So saying he quickly threw off his uniform coat with its 
gleaming shoulder-straps and collar device, stowed his forage-cap under 
the seat, and sat bareheaded and in his shirt-sleeves. 

Obedient to Joe’s powerful strokes, the little boat was speedily 
gliding in among the shadows of the sailing-ships moored along the 
quay, and presently her stern was swung round to a flight of stone 
steps, and Stuyvesant bounded ashore. Over at the boat-landing the 
electric lights were gleaming and the sound of many voices chaffering 
over boat-fares was heard. Here among the sheds and warehouses all 
was silence and darkness, but Stuyvesant unhesitatingly strode straight 
to the corner of the big building and into the blackness of the westward 
side, peering right and Jeft in search of the skulker who dared not 
come to the open dock, yet sought means of reaching the Australian 
steamer. 

For a moment he could distinguish no living object, then paused 
to listen, and within ten seconds was rewarded. Somewhere close at 
hand between him and a low shed to his left there was the sound of 
sudden collision and a muttered oath. Some invisible body had bumped 
against some invisible box, and, turning sharply, Stuyvesant made a 
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spring, and the next instant had grappled with some burly, powerful 
form, and was dragging it, despite furious resistance, towards the 
light. 

He was conscious of the sickening odor of sour whiskey, of a volley 
of mad threats and imprecations, of a stinging blow in the face that 
only served to make him cling the tighter to his prisoner. Then, as 
they swayed and struggled to and fro, he felt that he was not gaining 
ground, and that this unseen -ruffian might after all escape him. He 
lifted up his voice in a mighty shout. 

“Police! Police! This way!” 

Then he heard a savage oath, a sputtering, savage “ Let go, damn 
your soul!” and then felt a sharp, stinging pang in the right side— 
another—another: and earth and sky reeled as his grasp relaxed, and 
with a moan of anguish he sank fainting on the dock. 


Ix. 


Vinton’s fleet had reached Manila. A third expedition had coaled 
at Honolulu and gone on its way. More transports were coming, and 
still there lingeted in this lovely land of sun and flowers—lingered 
for a time ’twixt life and death—Vinton’s stricken aide-de-camp, Lieu- 
tenant Stuyvesant. 

Of his brutal antagonist no trace had been found. The shrill 
cries of the Kanaka boatboy, supplementing the young officer’s sten- 
torian shout for the police, had brought two or three Hawaiian star- 
bearers and club-wielders to the scene of that fierce and well-nigh fatal 
struggle. All they found was the gallant victim writhing in pain 
upon the dock, his hand pressed to his side and covered — the blood 
that poured from his wounds. 

It was half an hour before a surgeon reached them, omni in with 
the General from the Vanguard. By that time consciousness had fled 
and, through loss of the vital fluid, Stuyvesant’s pulse was well-nigh 
gone. They bore him to the Royal Hawaiian, where a cool and com- 
fortable room could be had, and there, early on the following morning, 
and to the care of local physicians, the General was compelled to leave 
him. 

With the brakeman to aid them, the police searched every nook and 
corner of the Miowera, and without result. Murray, alias Spence, alias 
Sackett, fugitive from justice, could not be aboard that ship unless 
he had burrowed beneath the coal in the bunkers, in which event the 
stokers promised he should be shovelled into the furnace as soon as 
discovered. Every sailors’ lodging in the town was ransacked, but to 
no purpose: Murray could not be found. 

For a fortnight Stuyvesant’s fate was in doubt. Officers of the 
third expedition could carry with them to Manila only the hope that 
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he might recover. Not until the ships of the fourth flotilla were 
sighted was the doctor able to say that the chances were now decidedly 
in his favor. 

He was lifted into a reclining-chair the day of the flag-raising— 
that pathetic ceremony in which, through tear-dimmed eyes, the peo- 
ple saw their old and much-loved emblem supplanted by the stars and 
stripes of their new hope and aspirations. He was sitting up, languid, 
pallid, and grievously thin, when the tidings reached him that the trans- 
port with six troops of the —th Cavalry among others had arrived, 
and the doctor, with a quizzical grin on his genial face, informed his 
patient that some Red Cross nurses were with the command, and that 
two very nice-looking young women, in their official caps, aprons, and 
badges, were at that moment inquiring at the office if they.could not 
see the invalid officer and be of some service to him. 

Sore in body and spirit, wrathful at the fate that robbed him of a 
share of the glory he felt sure awaited his comrades at Manila, Stuy- 
vesant was in no humor for a joke and plainly showed it. He gave 
it distinctly to be understood that he needed no coddling of any kind 
and preferred not to see the ladies, no matter what they belonged to. 
Not to put too fine a point upon it, Mr. Stuyvesant said he didn’t 
“wish to be bothered,” and this was practically the reply that reached 
two very earnest, kind-hearted young women, for the attendant, scent- 
ing the possible loss of a big fee if he should be supplanted by superior 
attractions, communicated the invalid’s exact words to the Red Cross 
nurses, and they went back, wounded, to their ship. 

Stuyvesant’s room was on the ground-floor in one of the outlying 
cottages, and its Venetian blinds opened on the broad and breezy 
veranda. It was far more quiet and retired than apartments in the 
main building, the rooms overhead being vacant and the occupants of 
that which adjoined his having left for San Francisco within a day 
or two of his coming. 

“TI feel too forlorn to see anybody,” was his explanation to the 
doctor. “So don’t let anybody in.” But several officers from the 
transport got leave to come ashore and take quarters at the Hawaiian. 
The rooms above had to be given to them, and their resounding foot- 
steps made him wince. 

“There’s two ladies to take this next-door room,” said his gar- 
rulous attendant that afternoon, and Stuyvesant thought opprobrious 
things. “They'll be giggling and talking all night, I suppose,” said 
he disgustedly when the “ medico” came in late that afternoon. “I 
wish you’d move me, if you can’t them.” 

The doctor went and consulted the head of the house. “ Cer- 
tainly,” said that affable Boniface. “If Mr. Stuyvesant is well enough 
to be carried up one flight I can give him a larger, airier room with 
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bath attached, where he’ll be entirely isolated. It was too expensive 
for our visitors from the transports, but—I believe you said Mr. Stuy- 
vesant—wouldn’t mind”—a tentative at which the doctor looked wise 
and sagely winked. 

When that able practitioner returned to the cottage two young 
women with Red Cross badges were seated on the veranda, just in from 
a drive, apparently, and a dark-eyed little chap in the uniform of a 
subaltern of the cavalry was with them. They had drawn their chairs 
into the shade and close to the Venetian blinds, behind which in his 
darkened room reclined the languid patient. 

“That will drive him simply rabid,” said the doctor to himself, 
and prepared a professional smile with which to tell the glad tidings 
that he should be borne forthwith to higher regions. 

He had left Stuyvesant peevish, fretful, but otherwise inert, asking 
only to be spared from intrusion. He found him alert, attent, eager,— 
his eyes kindling, his cheeks almost flushing. The instant the doctor 
began to speak the patient checked him and bent his ear to the sound 
of soft voices and laughter from without. 

“ T’ve fixed it all,” whispered the medical man reassuringly. “ We'll 
move you in a minute—just as soon as I can call in another man or 
two,” and he started for the door, whereat his erratic patient again up- 
lifted a hand and beckoned, and the doctor tip-toed to his side and bent 
his ear and looked puzzled, perturbed, but finally pleased. Stuyvesant 
said that, thinking it all over, he “ guessed” he would rather stay where 
he was. 

And then, when the doctor was gone, what did he do but take a 
brace in his chair and bid the attendant go out and say to the officer 
on the veranda, Lieutenant Ray, that Mr. Stuyvesant would be very 
glad to speak with him if he’d be so kind as to come in, whereat the 
soft laughter suddenly ceased. 

There was a sound of light footsteps going in one direction and a 
springy, soldierly step coming in the other. Then entered Mr. San- 
ford Ray, with outstretched hand, and the attendant, following and 
peering over his shoulder, marvelled at the sudden change that had 
come over his master. 

Three days later, when the City of Sacramento was pronounced ready 
to proceed, and the officers and Red Cross nurses en route to Manila 
were warned to rejoin the ship, Lieutenant Stuyvesant “shook,” so 
to speak, his civil physician, persuaded the army surgeons with the 
fleet that a sea-voyage was all he needed to make a new man of him, 
and was carried aboard the Sacramento and given an airy stateroom 
on the upper deck, vacated in his favor by one of the ship’s officers,— 
consideration not made public, but Claus Spreckles & Co., Bankers, 
had never before received such a deposit from this very able seaman 
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in all the years he had been sailing or steaming in and out of Hono- 
lulu harbor. 

And now retribution overtook the invalid. The Red Cross had 
made a marvellous name for itself in San Francisco, and was already 
organized and doing wonders at Honolulu. Its ministrations had 
been gladly accepted by the scores of officers and men among the vol- 
unteers, to whom the somewhat bare and crude conditions of camp 
hospitals were doubtless very trying. Women of gentlest birth and 
most refined associations donned its badge and dress and wrought in 
ward, kitchen, or refectory. It was a noble and patriotic purpose that 
inspired such sacrifice. 

It was a joy to the embryo soldiery to be fed and comforted day by 
day with the delicacies of the Red Cross tables; but there were military 
magnates and martinets who dared to question the wisdom of such 
preparation for the stern scenes of campaigning ahead of the volun- 
teers, and who presumed to point out to the officers of this great and 
far-reaching charity that, while they were most grateful for such 
dainties for the invalids of their command, the daily spectacle of 
scores of lusty, hearty young heroes feasting at the tables of the Red 
Cross, to the neglect of their own simple but sufficient rations, prompted 
the query as to what the boys would do without the Red Cross when 
they got into the field and ¢ouldn’t have cake and pie and cream with 
their coffee. 

The Red Cross, very properly, took umbrage at such suggestions 
and branded the suggesters as horrid. The Red Cross had done such 
widespread good and was ready to do so much more that criticism 
of its methods was well-nigh unbearable. And now that it had ob- 
tained the sanction of the government to send out to Manila not only 
supplies and dainties of every possible kind, but dozens of its members 
to serve as nurses to the sick and wounded, it scored a triumph over 
rival organizations, notably the Patriotic Daughters of America, whose 
Vice-President, the austere Miss Perkins, first bombarded the papers 
in vain protest and denunciation, the Red Cross being her main ob- 
jective, and with abuse of the commanding officers in camp; then called 
in person on the same officers to demand transportation to Manila 
with the next expedition. | 

The Red Cross held its head very high, and with reason. It ruffled 
its feathers and resented any slight. It sometimes mistook courteous 
protest against its lavish gifts to such soldiers as were in no wise needy 
as vicious and unhallowed criticism, and occasionally—only occasion- 
ally—it grievously enlarged and exaggerated alleged slights received at 
the hands of luckless officials. And then even those soft and shapely 
hands could develop cat-like claws, .and the soothing voices take on 
an acid and scathing intonation, and the eyes, so ready to moisten with 
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pity and sympathy at the sight of suffering, could shoot spiteful little 
fires at the objects of such divine displeasure, and poor Stuyvesant’s 
petulant words, wrung from him in a moment of exasperation and 
never intended to reach the fair band of sisters of the Cross, were 
piled high with additions, impolitic, impolite, discourteous, impudent, 
intolerable,—yes, even profane and blasphemous. 

Eleven of the twelve Red Cross nurses, packed three in a room 
aboard the Sacramento, swore they would not have anything to do 
with Mr. Stuyvesant. The twelfth, the one soldier’s daughter in the 
band, said nothing at all. 

“Well, now, Miss Ray, don’t you think it was most discourteous, 
most ungentlemanly, in him to send such a message?” demanded a 
flushed and indignant young woman, one of the most energetic of the 
sisterhood, as they stood together on the promenade deck in the shade 
of the canvas awnings, shunning the glare of the August sun. 

“Are you sure such a message was sent?” was the serious reply. 

“Sure? Why, certainly he did! and by his own servant, too,” 
was the wrathful-answer. “ Didn’t he, Miss Porter?” 

And Miss Porter, the damsel appealed to, and one of the two nurses 
who sent in their message from the office, promptly assented. Miss 
Ray looked unconvinced. 

“ Servants, you know, sometimes deliver messages that were never 
sent,” she answered with quiet decision. “ We have seen quite a little 
of that in the army, and it is my father’s rule to get all the facts before 
passing judgment. My brother thought Mr. Stuyvesant’s attendant 
garrulous and meddlesome.” 

“But I asked him if he was sure that was what Mr. Stuyvesant 
said,” persisted Miss Porter, bridling, “and he answered they were 
just the very words.” 

“And still I doubt his having sent them as a message,” said Miss 
Ray, with slight access of color, and that evening she walked the deck 
long with a happy subaltern and added to her unpopularity. 

There were several well-informed and pleasant women, maids and 
matrons both, in the little sisterhood, but somehow “ the boys” did not 
show such avidity to walk or chat with them as they did with Miss 
Ray. She sorely wanted a talk with Sandy that evening, but the 
Belgic had come in from ’Frisco only six hours before they sailed and 
huge bags of letters and papers were transferred from her to the 
Sacramento. 

There were letters for Maidie and Sandy both,—several,—but 
there was one bulky missive for him that she knew to be from her 
father, from far-away Tampa, and the boy had come down late to 
dinner. They had seats at the table of the commanding officer, a 
thing Maidie had really tried to avoid, as she felt that it discriminated, 
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somehow, against the other nurses, who, except Mrs. Doctor Wells, their 
official head, were distributed about the other tables, but the Major 
had long known and loved her father, and would have it so. This. 
night, their first out from Honolulu, he had ordered wine-glasses on 
the long table and champagne served, and when dinner was well-nigh 
over, noticed for the first time that Ray had turned his glass down. 

“Why, Sandy,” he cried impulsively, “it is just twenty-two years 
ago this summer that your father made the ride of his life through the 
Indian lines to save Wayne’s command on the Cheyenne. Now, there 
are just twenty-two of us here at table, and I wanted to propose his 
health and promotion. Won’t you join us?” 

The boy colored to the roots of his dark hair. His eyes half filled. 
He choked and stammered a moment and then—back went the head 
with the old, familiar toss that was so like his father, and through 
his set lips Sandy bravely spoke: 

“Can’t, Major. I swore off—to-day !” 

“ All right, my boy, that ends it!’ answered the Major heartily, 
while Marion, her eyes brimming, barely touched her lips to the glass, 
and longed to be on Sandy’s side of the table that she might steal a 
hand to him in love and sympathy and sisterly pride. But he avoided 
even her when dinner was over, and was busy, he sent word, with troop _ 
papers down between-decks, and she felt, somehow, that that letter was 
at the bottom of his sudden resolution and longed to see it, yet could 
not ask. =~ 

At three bells, half-past nine, she saw him coming quickly along 
the promenade deck, and she stopped her escort and held out a de- 
taining hand. 

“You'll come and have a little talk with me, won’t you, Sandy ?” 
she pleaded. “I'll wait for you as long as you like.” 

“After I’ve seen Stuyvesant awhile,” he answered hurriedly. “ He 
isn’t so well. I reckon he must have overdone it,” and away he went 
with his springy step until he reached the forward end of the prom- 
enade, where he tapped at the stateroom door. The surgeon opened 
it and admitted him. 

His eyes were grave and anxious when, ten minutes later, he re- 
appeared. “ Norris is with him,” he said in low tone, as he looked. 
down into the sweet, serious, upturned face. ‘“ He shouldn’t have tried 

_it. He fooled the doctors completely. Ill tell you more presently,” 
he added, noting that Mrs. Wells, with two or three of the band, were 
bearing down upon him for tidings of the invalid, and Sandy had 
heard— as who had not ?—the unfavorable opinions entertained by the 
sisterhood of his luckless, new-found friend. 

“The doctor says he mustn’t be both—I mean disturbed,—wants 
to get him to sleep, you know,” was his hurried and not too happy 
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response to the queries of the three. “ Matter of business he wanted 
to ask me about, that’s all,” he called back, as he broke away and dodged 
other inquiries. 

Once in the little box of a stateroom to which he and a fellow 
subaltern had been assigned, he bolted the door, turned on the electric 
light, and took from under his pillow a packet of letters and sat him 
down to read. There was one from his mother, written on her way back 
to Leavenworth, which he pored over intently and then reverently kissed. 
Later, and for the second time, he unfolded and read the longest letter 
his father had ever penned. It was as follows: 


“TI have slipped away from camp and its countless inter- 
ruptions and taken a room at the hotel to-night, dear Sandy, 
for I want to have a long talk with my boy,—a talk we ought 
to have had before, and it is my fault that we didn’t. I shrank 
from it somehow, and now am sorry for it. 

“Your frank and manful letter, telling me of your severe 
loss and of the weakness that followea, reached me two days 
ago. Your mother’s came yesterday, fonder than ever and 
pleading for you as only mothers can. It is a matter that has 
cost us all dear financially, but, thanks to that loving mother, 
you were promptly enabled to cover the loss and save your 
name. You know and realize the sacrifices she had to make, 
and she tells me that you insisted on knowing. I am glad you 
did, my boy. I am going to leave in your hands the whole 
matter of repayment. 

“A young fellow of twenty can start in the army with 
many a worse handicap than a debt of honor and a determina- 
tion to work it off. That steadies him. That matter really 
gives me less care than you thought for. It is the other— 
your giving way to an impulse to drink—that fills me with 
concern. You come up like a man, admit your fault, and say . 
you deserve and expect my severe censure. Well, I’ve thought 
it all over, Sandy. My heart and my arms go out to you in 
your distress and humiliation, and—I have not one word of 
reproach or blame to give you. 

“For now I shall tell you what I had thought to say 
when your graduation drew nigh, had we been able to master 
mechanics and molecules and other mathematical rot as useful 
to a cavalry officer as a binocular to a blind man, and that I 
ought to have told you when you started out for yourself as a 
young ranchero, but could not bring myself to it so long as 
you seemed to have no inclination that way. Times, men, and 
customs have greatly changed in the last forty or fifty years, 
my boy, and greatly for the better. Looking back over my 
boyhood, I can recall no day when wine was not served on 
your grandfather’s table. The brightest minds and bravest 
men in all Kentucky pledged each other day and night in the 

cup that sometimes cheers and ofttimes inebriates, and no 
public occasion was complete without champagne and whiskey 
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in abundance, no personal or private transaction considered 
auspicious unless appropriately ‘ wet.’ 

“Those were days when our statesmen revelled in senti- 
ment and song, and drank and gambled with the fervor of the 
followers of the races. I was a boy of tender years then, and 
often, with my playmates, I was called from our merry games 
to join the gentlemen over their wine and drain a bumper to 
our glorious ‘ Harry of the West,’ and before I went to the 
Point, Sandy, I knew the best, and possibly the worst, whiskeys 
made in Kentucky,—we all did,—and the man or youth who 
could not stand his glass of liquor was looked upon as a milk- 
sop or pitied, and yet, after all, respected, as a ‘ singed cat,’— 
a, fellow who owned that John Barleycorn was too much for 
him, and he did not dare a single round with him. 

“Then came the great war, and wars are always in one 
way demoralizing. West Point in the early sixties was utterly 
unlike the West Point of to-day, and no worse than a dozen — 
of our greatest colleges. The corps still had its tales and tra- 
ditions of the old time Fourth-of-July dinners at the mess 
hall, when everybody made a dash for the decanters and drank 
everything in sight. It was the only day in the year on which 
wine was served. It was in my time the invariable custom 
for the superintendent to receive the Board of Visitors on the 
day of their arrival at his quarters and to invite the officers 
and the graduating class to meet them, and to set forth, as 
for years had been the fashion at Washington, wine and punch 
in abundance, and the very officers detailed as our instructors 
would laughingly invite and challenge the youngsters so soon 
to shed the gray and wear the blue to drink with them again 
and again. I have seen dozens of the best and bravest of our 
fellows come reeling and shouting back to barracks and a 
thoughtless set of boys laughing and applauding. 

“T was stationed at the Point soon after graduation, and 
the men who drank were the rule, not the exception. Social 
visits were rarely exchanged without the introduction of the 
decanter. The marvel is that so many: were ‘temperate in 
our meat and drink,’ as my father and grandfather used to 
plead when, regularly every morning, the family and the negro 
servants were mustered for prayers. At every post where I 
was stationed, either in the East or where I was most at 
home,—the far frontier,—whiskey was the established cus- 
tom, and man after man, fellows who had made fine records 
during the war, and bright boys with whom I had worn the 
gray at the Point, fell by the wayside and were court-mar- 
tialled out of service. 

“In ’70 and 71 we had a Board that swept the army 


like a seine, and relegated scores of tipplers to civil life, but 


that didn’t stop it. Little by little the sense and manhood 
of our people began to tell. Little by little the feeling against 
stimulant began to develop at the Point. It was no longer a 
joke to set a fledgling officer to taste the tempter—it was a 
crime. Four years after I was commissioned we had only one 
total abstainer out of some fifty officers at the mess, and he 
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was a man whose life and honor depended on it. Three years 
ago, when I went to see you, there were dozens at the mess 
who never drank at all, and only eight who even smoked. 
Athletics and rifle-practice had much to do with this, I know, 
but there has gradually developed all over our land, notably 
in those communities where the custom used to be most hon- 
ored in- the observance, a total revulsion of sentiment. 

“ Quarter of a century ago even among many gently nur- 
tured women the sight of a man overcome by liquor excited 
only sorrow and sympathy; now it commands nothing less 
than abhorrence. I and my surviving contemporaries started 
in life under the old system. You, my dear boy, are more for- 
tunate in having begun with the new. Among the old soldiers 
there are still some few votaries of Bacchus who have to count 

. their cups most carefully or risk their commissions. Among 
those under forty our army has far more total abstainers than 
all the others in the world, and such soldiers as Grant, Crook, 
Merritt, and Upton, of our service, and Kitchener of Khar- 
toum, are on record as saying that the staying powers of the 
teetotaller exceed those even of the temperate man, and stay- 
ing power is a thing to cultivate. 

“As you know, I have never banished wine from our table, 
my boy. Both your mother and I had been accustomed to 
seeing it in daily use from childhood, yet she rarely touches 
it, even at our dinners. But, Sanford, I sent John Barleycorn 
to the right about the day your blessed mother promised to 
be my wife, and though I always keep it in the sideboard for 
old comrades whose heads and stomachs are still sound, and 
who find it agrees with them better than wine, I never offer 
it to the youngsters. They don’t need it, Sandy, and no more 
do you. 

* But you come of a race that lived as did their fellow- 
men,—to whom cards, the bottle, and betting were everyday 
affairs. It would be remarkable if you never developed a ten- 
dency towards one or all of them, and it was my duty to warn 
you before. I mourn every hour I wasted over cards and 
every dollar I ever won from a comrade more than—much 
more than—the many hundred dollars I lost in my several 
years’ apprenticeship to poker. It’s just about the poorest in- 
vestment of time a soldier can devise. 

“ Knowing all I do, and looking back over the path of my 
life, strewn as it is with the wrecks of fellow-men ruined by 
whiskey, I declare if I could live it over again it would be 
with the determination never to touch a card for money or a 
glass for liquor. 

“And now, my own boy, let me bear the blame of this— 
your first transgression. You are more to us than we have 
ever told you. You are now your sister’s guardian and knight, 
for, though she goes under the wing of Mrs. Dr. Wells, and, 
owing to her intense desire to take a woman’s part we could 
not deny her, both your mother and I are filled with anxiety 
as to the result. To you we look to be her shield in every 
possible way. We have never ceased to thank God for the 
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pride and joy He has given us in our children. (You yourself 
would delight.in seeing what a tip-top little soldier Will is 
making.) You have ever been manful, truthful, and, I say it 
with pride and thankfulness unutterable, square as boy could 
be. You have our whole faith and trust and love unspeak- 
able. You have the best and fondest mother in the world, my 
son. And now I have not one more word to urge or advise. 
Think and decide for yourself. Your manhood under God will 


do the rest. 
“In love and confidence, 
FATHER.” 


When Marion came tapping timidly at the stateroom door there was 
for a moment no answer. Sandy’s face was buried in his hands. as he 
knelt beside the little white berth. He presently arose, dashed some 
water over his eyes and brows, then shot back the bolt and took his 
sister in his arms. 

x. 

Nor until the tenth day out from Honolulu was Mr. Stuyvesant so 
far recovered as to warrant the surgeons in permitting his being lifted 
from the hot and narrow berth to a steamer chair on the starboard side. 
Even then it was with the caution to everybody that he must not be 
disturbed. The heat below and in many of the staterooms was over- 
powering, and officers and soldiers in numbers slept upon the deck, and 
not a few of the Red Cross nurses spent night after night in the bamboo 
and wicker reclining-chairs under the canvas awnings. 

Except for the tropic temperature, the weather had been fine and 
the voyage smooth and uneventful. The Sacramento rolled easily, 
lazily along. The men had morning shower-baths and, a few at a time, 
salt-water plunges in big canvas tanks set fore and aft on the main 
deck. On the port or southern side of the promenade deck the officers 
sported their pajamas both day and night, and were expected to appear 
in khaki or serge, and consequent discomfort, only at table, on drill or 
duty, and when visiting the starboard side, which, abaft the Captain’s 
room, was by common consent given up to the women. _ 

They were all on hand the morning that the invalid officer was care- 
fully aided from his stateroom to a broad reclining-chair, which was 
then borne to a shaded nook beneath the stairway leading to the bridge 
and there securely lashed. The doctor and Mr. Ray remained some 
minutes with him, and the steward came with a cooling drink. Mrs. 
Wells, doctor by courtesy and diploma, arose and asked the surgeon if 
there were really nothing the ladies could do—“ Mr. Stuyvesant looks 
so very pale and weak,”—and the sisterhood strained their ears for the 
reply, which, as the surgeon regarded the lady’s remark as reflecting 
upon the results of his treatment, might well be expected to be some- 


what tart. 
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“ Nothing to-day, Mrs.—er—Dr. Wells,” said the army man, half 
vexed, also, at being detained on way to hospital. “The fever has gone 
and he will soon recuperate now, provided he can rest and sleep. It is 
much cooler on deck and—if it’s only quiet-——” 

“Oh, he sha’n’t be bothered, if that’s what you mean,” interposed 
Dr. Wells with proper spirit. “I’m sure nobody desires to intrude in 
the least. I asked for my associates from a sense of duty. Most of 
them are capable of fanning or even reading aloud to a patient without 
danger of overexciting him.” 

“Unquestionably, madam,” responded the surgeon affably, “and 
when such ministrations are needed I’ll let you Know. Good-morning.” 
And, lifting his stiff helmet, the doctor darted down the companion- 
way. 

* Brute!” said the lady doctor. “ No wonder that poor boy doesn’t | 
get well. Miss Ray, I marvel that your brother can stand him.” 

Miss Ray glanced quietly up from her book and smiled. “ We have 
known Dr. Sturgis many years,” she said. “ He is brusque, yet very 
much thought of in the army.” 

But at this stage of the colloquy there came interruption most 
merciful—for the surgeon. The deep whistle of the steamer sounded 
three quick blasts. There was instant rush and scurry on the lower 
deck. The cavalry trumpets fore and aft rang out the assembly. 

It was the signal for boat-drill, and while the men of certain com- 
panies sprang to ranks and stood in silence at attention awaiting orders, 
other detachments rushed to their stations at the life-rafts, and others 
still swarmed up the stairways or clambered over the rails, and in less 
than a minute every man was at his post. Quickly the staff officers 
made the rounds, received the reports of the detachment commanders 
and the boat crews, and returning, with soldierly salute, gave the result 
to the commanding officer, who had taken position with the Captain on 
the bridge. 

For five or ten minutes the upper deck was dotted by squads of blue- 
shirted soldiers, grouped in disciplined silence about the boats. Then 
the recall was sounded, and slowly and quietly = commands dispersed 
and went below. 

It so happened that in returning to the Sumioalie about a dozen 
troopers passed close to where Stuyvesant lay, a languid spectator, and 
at sight of his pale, thin face two of them stopped, raised their hands 
in salute, looked first eager and pleased, and then embarrassed. Their 
faces were familiar, and suddenly Stuyvesant remembered. Beckon-. 
ing them to come nearer, he feebly spoke: 

“ You were in the car-fire. I thought I knew your faces.” 

“ Yes, sir,” was the instant reply of the first. “We're sorry to see 
the Lieutenant so badly hurt,—and by that blackguard Murray too, 
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they say. If the boys ever get hold of him, sir, he’ll never have time 
for his prayers.” eds 

“No, nor another chance to bite,” grinned the second, whom Stuy- 
vesant now recognized as the Lance Corporal of artillery. “ He’s left 
his mark on both of us, sir,” and, so saying, the soldier held out his 
hand. 

In the soft and fleshy part of the palm at the base of the thumb 
were the scars of several wounds. It did not need an expert eye to tell 
that they were human-tooth marks. There were the even traces of the 
middle incisors, the deep gash made by the fang-like dog-tooth, and 
between the mark of the right upper canine and those of three incisors 
a smooth, unscarred space. There, then, must have been a vacancy in 
the upper jaw, a tooth broken off or gone entirely, and Stuyvesant re- 
membered that as Murray spoke the eye-tooth was the more prominent 
because of the ugly gap beside it. 

“He had changed the cut of his jib considerably,” faintly whis- 
pered Stuyvesant, after he had extended a kind but nerveless hand to: 
each, “but that mark would betray him anywhere under any disguise. 
Was Foster ever found ?” 

“No, sir. They sent me back to Sacramento, but nobody could 
remember having seen anybody like him. I’m afraid he was drowned 
there at Carquinez. My battery went over with the third expedition 
while I was up there. That’s how I happen to be with the cavalry on 
this trip.” Then up went both hands to the caps again and both sol- 
diers sprang to attention. : 

Stuyvesant, looking languidly around, saw that Mr. Ray had re- 
turned, saw, moreover, that his sister was leaning on his arm, her eyes 
fixed on the speaker’s weather-beaten face. Again it all flashed upon 
him,—the story of Foster’s infatuation for this lovely girl, his enlist- 
ment, and then his strange and unaccountable disappearance. 

“T’m sorry, men,” interposed Mr. Ray in pleasant tone, “ but the 
surgeon has ordered us not to talk with Lieutenant Stuyvesant, and 
I shall have to repeat his order to you. You were in the car that was 
burned, I suppose.” gil: 

“Yes, sir. Beg pardon,—we didn’t know about the doctor’s orders. 
We’re mighty glad to see the Lieutenant again. Come ’long, Mellen.” 

“ Wait,” whispered Stuyvesant. ‘“ Come and see me again. I want 
to talk with you, and—thank you for stopping to-day.” 

The soldiers departed happy, and Stuyvesant turned wistfully to 
greet Miss Ray. She was already beyond reach of his voice, leaning 
on Sandy’s arm and gazing steadfastly into Sandy’s face. He saw Mrs. 
Dr. Wells coming swiftly towards him with inquiry in her eyes, and 
impulsively, peevishly, and in disappointment he turned again his face 
to the wall, as it were. At least that was not the Red Cross nurse he 
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longed for, good and sympathetic and wise in her way as she un- 
doubtedly was. 

He wished now with all his heart that they had placed his chair so 
that he could look back along the promenade deck instead of forward 
over the forecastle at the sparkling sea. He felt that, pacing up and 
down together, the brother and sister must come within ten feet of his 
chair before they turned back, and he longed to look at her, yet could 
not. Sturgis had said he would return in a few minutes, and he hadn’t 
come. Stuyvesant felt aggrieved. It would be high noon before many 
minutes. Already the ship officers were on the bridge ready to “ take 
the sun,” and mess-call for the men was sounding on the lower decks. 
He would give a fortune, thought he, to feel once more that cool, soft, 
slender little hand on his forehead. There were other hands, some 
that were certainly whiter than Miss Ray’s, and probably quite as soft 
and cool, hands that before the report of his slur upon the Red Cross 
would gladly have ministered to him, but he shrank from thought of 
any touch but one. He would have given another fortune, if he had 
it, could Marion Ray but come and sit by him and talk in her cordial, 
pleasant tones. There were better talkers, wittier, brighter women 
within hail,—women who kept their hearers laughing much of the time, 
which Miss Ray did not,—yet he shrank from - possibility of one of 
their number accosting him. 

Twice he was conscious that Dr. Wells and Miss Porter had tip- 
toed close and were peering interestedly at him, but he shut his eyes 
and would not see or hear. He did not “ want to be bothered,” it was 
only too evident, and as the ship’s bell chimed the hour of noon and 
the watch changed, his would-be visitors slipped silently away and he 
was alone. 

When the doctor came cautiously towards him a few minutes later, 
Stuyvesant was to all appearances sleeping, and the “ medico” rejoiced 
in the success of his scheme. When, not five minutes after the doctor 
peeped at him, the voice of the Captain was heard booming from the 
bridge just over the patient’s pillowed head, it developed that the pa- 
tient was wide awake. Perhaps what the Captain said would account 
for this. 

A dozen times on the voyage that mariner had singled out Miss Ray 
for some piece of attention. Now, despite the fact that almost the 
entire Red Cross party were seated or strolling or reclining there under 
the canvas awning and he must have known it, although they were 
hidden from his view, he again made that young lady the object of his 
homage. She was at the moment leaning over the rail, with Sandy by 
her side, gazing at the dark blue, beautiful waters that, flashing and 
foam-crested, went sweeping beneath her. The monarch of the ship, 
standing at the outer end of the bridge, had caught sight of her and 
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gave tongue at once. A good seaman was the Captain and a stalwart 
man, but he knew nothing of tact or discretion. 

“Oh, Miss Ray,” he bawled, “ ome upon the bridge and I’ll show 
you the chart. Bring the Lieutenant.’ 

For an instant she hesitated, reluctant. Not even ‘the staff of the 
commanding officer had set foot on that sacred perch since the voyage 
began. Only when especially bidden or at boat or fire drill did that 
magnate himself presume to ascend those stairs. As for her sister 
nurses, though they had explored the lower regions and were well ac- 

‘quainted with the interior arrangement of the Sacramento, and were 
consumed with curiosity and desire to see what was aloft on the hurri- 
cane-deck, the stern prohibition still staring at them in bold, brazen 
letters, “ Passengers are Forbidden upon the Bridge,” had served to 
restrain the impulse to climb. 

And now here was Captain Butt singling out Miss Ray again and 
ignoring the rest of them. If she could have found any reasonable 
excuse for refusing Maidie Ray would have declined. But Sandy’s eyes 
said “Come.” Butt renewed his invitation. She turned and looked 
appealingly at Mrs. Wells, as though to say “ What shall I do?” but 
that matron was apparently engrossed in a volume of Stevenson, and 
would not be drawn into the matter, and finally Marion caught Miss 
Porter’s eye. There, at least, was a gleam of encouragement and sym- 
pathy. Impulsive and capricious as that young woman could be on 
occasions, the girl had learned to appreciate the genuine qualities of 
her room-mate, and of late had been taking sides for Marion against 
the jealousies of her fellows. 

“ Why don’t you go?” she murmured, with a nod of her head to- 
wards the stairs, and with slightly heightened color Miss Ray smiled 
acceptance at the Captain, and, following Sandy’s lead through the 
labyrinth of steamer chairs about them, tripped briskly away over the 
open deck, and there, at the very foot of the steep, ladder-like ascent, 
became aware of Mr. Stuyvesant leaning on an elbow and gazing at her 
with all his big blue eyes. 

She had to stop and go around under the stairs and take his thin, 
outstretched hand. She had to stop a moment to speak to him, though 
what he said, or she said, neither knew a moment after. All she was 
conscious of as she turned away was that now at least every eye in all 
the sisterhood was on her, and, redder than ever, she fairly flew up 
the steep, and was welcomed by the chivalric Butt upon the bridge. 

That afternoon several of the Band were what Miss Porter was 
constrained to call “ nastily snippy” in their manner to her, and, feel- 
ing wronged and misjudged, it was not to be wondered at that her 
father’s daughter should resent it. And yet so far from exulting in 
having thus been distinguished and recognized above her fellows, Miss 
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Ray had felt deeply embarrassed, and almost the first words she said 
after receiving the bluff seaman’s effusive greeting were in plea for her 
associates. 

“Oh, Captain Butt, it’s most kind of you to ask me up here—and 
my brother, too, will be so interested in the chart-room, but, can’t you 
—won’t you ask Dr. Wells and at least some of the ladies? You know 
they all would be glad to come, and——~” 

“ That’s all right, Miss Ray,” bawled old Butt, breaking in on her 
hurried words. “I'll ask ’em up here some other time. You see we’re 
rolling a bit to-day, and like as not some of ’em would pitch over things, 
and—and—well, there ain’t room for more’n three at a time anyhow.” 

“Then you ought to have asked Dr. Wells first and some of the 
seniors.” She hesitated about saying elders. No one of the band 
would have welcomed an invitation tendered on account of her advanced 
years. 

“Tt’ll be just as bad if I go and ask her now,” said Butt testily. 
“The others will take offense, and life’s too short for a shipmaster to 
be explaining to a lot of women why they can’t all come at once on the 
bridge. I'll have ’em up to-morrow—any three you say.” 

But when the morrow came he didn’t “have ’em up!” Maidie had 
pleaded loyally for her associates, but was too proud or sensitive to so 
inform them. The Captain had said he would do that, and meanwhile 
she tried not to feel exasperated at the injured airs assumed by several 
of the Band and the cutting remarks of one or two of their number. 

That afternoon, however, the skies became overcast and the wind 
rose. That night the sea dashed high towards the rail and the Sacra- 
mento wallowed deep in the surges. Next morning the wind had fresh- 
ened to a gale. All air-ports were closed. The spray swept the prome- 
nade deck along the starboard side and the Red Cross and two-thirds 
of the martial passenger-list forgot all minor ills and annoyances in the 
miseries of mal de mer. Three days and nights were most of the women- 
folk cooped in their cabins, but Miss Ray was an old sailor and had 
twice seen far heavier weather on the Atlantic. Sheltered from the 
rain by the bridge-deck and from the spray and gale by heavy canvas 
lashed athwartship in front of the Captain’s room, and securely 
strapped in her reclining-chair, this young lady fairly rejoiced in the 
magnificent battle with the elements and gloried in the bursting seas. 
Sandy too, albeit a trifle upset, was able to be on deck, and one of the 
subs from the port-side hearing of it, donned his outer garments and 
cavalry boots and joined forces with them, and Stuyvesant, hearing 
their merry voices, declared that he could not breathe in his stuffy 
cabin and demanded to be dressed and borne out on deck too. At first 
the surgeon said “ No,” whereupon his patient began to get worse. 

So on the second day the doctor yielded, and all that day and the 

VoL. LXV.—55 


866 7 Ray’s Daughter 


third of the storm, by which time the starboard deck was slowly be- 
coming peopled with a few spectral and barely animate feminine shapes, 
Stuyvesant reclined within arm’s length of the dark-eyed girl who had 
so entranced him, studying her beauty, drinking in her words, and 
gaining such health and strength in the life-giving air and such bliss 
from the association that Sturgis contemplated with new complacency 
the happy result of his treatment, for when the gale subsided, and on 
the fourth day they ran once more into smooth and lazy waters, it was 
Stuyvesant’s consuming desire to take up his bed and walk, except when 
Miss Ray was there to talk or read to him. 

And this was the state of affairs when the Sacramento hove in sight 
of the bold headlands, green and beautiful, that front the sea at the 
northeast corner of mountainous Luzon. Once within soundings and 
close to a treacherous shore, with only Spanish authority to rely on as 
to rocks, reefs, and shoals, no wonder old Butt could have no women 
on the bridge, this too at the very time they most wished to be there, 
since everything worth seeing lay on the port or southern side, and 
that given up to those horrid officers and their pajamas. 

Not until his anchor dropped in Manila Bay did the master of the 
Sacramento think to redeem his promise to bid the ladies of the Red 
Cross to the sacred bridge, and incidentally to tell them how Miss Ray 
had urged it in their behalf while they were out on blue waters,—but 
now it was too late. : 

XI. 

Ir was late in the afternoon when the Sacramento, slowly feeling 

her way southward, had come within view of El Fraile and Corregidor, 
looming up like sentinels at the entrance to the great, far-spreading 
bay. 
Butt and his assistants, with the field officer in command of the 
troops, peered through their binoculars or telescopes for sign of cruiser 
or transport along the rocky shores, and marvelled much that none 
could be seen. Over against the evening sun just sinking to the west 
the dim outlines of the upper masts and spars of some big vessel became 
visible for three minutes, then faded from view. The passengers 
swarmed on deck, silent, anxious, ever and anon gazing upward at 
the bridge as though in hope of a look or word of encouragement. 

It was midsummer and more when they left Honolulu, and by 
' this time the American force, land and naval, in front of Manila ought 
to be ample to overcome the Spaniards. But there was ever that 
vexing problem as to what Aguinaldo and his followers might do 
rather than see the great city given over to the Americans for law 
and order instead of to themselves for loot and rapine The fact that 
all coast lights thus far were extinguished was enough to convince 
the Sacramento’s voyagers that they were still unwelcome to the natives, 
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but both the shipmaster and the cavalry officer commanding had counted 
_ on finding cruiser, or despatch-boat at least, on lookout for them and 

ready to conduct them to safe anchorage. But no such ship appeared, 
and the alternative of going about and steaming out to sea for the 
night or dropping anchor where he lay was just presenting itself to 
Butt when from the lips of the second officer, who had clambered up 
the shrouds, there came the joyous shout: “By Jove! ‘There’s Cor- 
regidor light !” 

Surely enough, even before the brief tropic twilight was over and 
darkness had settled down, away. to the southward, at regular ten- 
second intervals, from the crest of the rock-bcund, crumbling parapet 
on Corregidor Island, a brilliant light split the cloudy vista and flashed 
a welcome to the lone wanderer on the face of the waters. It could 
mean only one thing: Manila Bay was dominated by Dewey’s guns. 
The Yankee was master of Corregidor, and had possessed himself of 
both fort and light-house. In all probability Manila itself had fallen. 

“Half speed ahead!” was the order, and again the throb of the 
engines went pulsing through the ship, and the Sacramento slowly 
forged ahead over a smooth summer sea. At midnight the pilot and 
glad tidings were aboard, and at dawn the decks were thronged with 
eager voyagers, and a great, full-throated cheer went up from the 
forecastle head as the gray, ghost-like shapes of the war-ships loomed 
up out of the mist and dotted the unruffled surface. 

But that cheer sank to nothingness beside one which followed fif- 
teen minutes later, when the red disk of the sun came peeping over the 
low, fog-draped range far to the eastward and, saluted by the boom 
of the morning gun from the battlements of the old city, there sailed 
to the peak of the lofty flag-staff the brilliant colors and graceful folds 
of the stars and stripes. 

The three-century rule of Castile and Aragon was ended. The 
yellow and red of Spain was supplanted by the scarlet, white, and blue 
of America, and in a new glory of its own “Old Glory” unfolded to 
the faintly rising breeze, and all along the curving shore and over the 
placid waters rang out the joyous, life-giving, heart-stirring notes of 
the Yankee reveille. 

For long hours later there came launches, bancas, and cascoes from 
fleet and shore. The debarkation of the cavalry began in the after- 
noon. They had left their horses at the Presidio, six thousand miles 
away, and were troopers only in name. The officers who came as 
passengers got ashore in the course of the day and made their way 
to the Ayuntamiento to report their arrival and receive their al 
ments. 

The Red Cross nurses looked in vain for the hospital launch that, 
it was supposed, would hasten to convey them to comfortable quarters 
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adjoining the sick-wards or convalescent camps. They listened with 
the deepest interest to the description of the assault of the 13th of 
August that made Merritt master of Manila, and the elders, masculine 
and feminine, who knew something of what battle meant when Ameri- 
can was pitted against American, looked at each other in wonderment 
as they heard how much had been won at cost of so little. 

Sandy Ray, kissing Marion good-by and promising to see Stuy- 
vesant in the near future, went over the side with his troop and, land- 
ing at the stone dock at the foot of the Paseo de Santa Lucia, found 
himself trudging along at the head of his men under massive walls 
nearly three centuries old, bristling with antiquated, highly orna- 
mented Spanish guns, and streaked with slime and vegetation, while 
along the high parapets across the moat thousands of Spanish soldiers 
squatted and stared at them in sullen apathy. 

Maidie’s knight and champion indeed! His duty called him with 
his fellows to a far-away suburb up the Pasig River. Her duty held 
her to await the movements of the sisterhood, and what she might lack 
for sympathy among them was made up in manifest yet embarrassing 
interest on part of the tall young aide-de-camp, for Stuyvesant was | 
bidden to remain aboard ship until suitable accommodation could be 
found for him ashore. 

Under any other circumstances he would have objected vehemently, 
but, finding that the Red Cross contingent was to share his fate, and 
that”Miss Ray was one of the dozen condemned to remain, he bore 
his enforced lot with Christian and soldierly resignation. 

“Only,” said Dr. Wells, “one would suppose that the Red Cross 
was entitled to some consideration, and that all preparation would 
have been made for our coming.” It was neither flattering nor re- 
assuring, nor, indeed, was it kind, that they should be so slighted, 
said the sisterhood that evening; but worse still was in store, for on 
the morrow, early, the Esmeralda came steaming in from Hong Kong, 
where, despite her roundabout voyage, the Belgic had arrived before 
the slow-moving Sacramento had rounded the northern point of Luzon, 
and on the deck of the Esmeralda as she steered close alongside the 
transport, and thence on the unimpeded way to her moorings up the 
Pasig, in plain view of the sisterhood, tall, gaunt, austere, but tri- 
umphant, towered the form of the Vice-President of the Patriotic 
Daughters of America. __ 

For two days more the Sacramento remained at anchor in the bay 
over.a mile from the mouth of the river, and for two days and nights 
the Red Cross remained aboard, unsought, unsummoned from the shore. 
The situation became more strained than ever, the only betterment 
arising from the fact that now there was more space and the nurses 
were no longer crowded three in a room. Mrs. Dr. Wells moved into 
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that recently vacated by the cavalry commander, and Miss Ray and 
her now earnest friend, Miss Porter, were relieved by the desertion 
of their eldest sister, who pre-empted a major’s stateroom on the —_ 
deck. 

Butt stirred up a new trouble by promptly coming to Miss Ray and 
bidding her move out of that stuffy hole below and take Major Morton’s 
quarters, and bring Miss Porter with her “if that was agreeable.” , 

It would have been, very, but “ Miss Ray’s head was level,” as the 
purser put it, and despite the snippy and exasperating conduct of most 
of the sisterhood, that wise young woman pointed out to the ship- 
master that theirs was a semi-military organization, and that the senior, 
Mrs. Dr. Wells, and one or two veteran nurses should have choice of 
quarters. 

By this time Miss Porter’s vehement championship of her charming 
and much misjudged friend had excited no little rancor against her- 
self. The more she proved that they had done Miss Ray injustice, the 
less they liked Miss Ray’s advocate. It is odd but true that many a 
woman finds it far easier to forgive another for being as wicked as 
she has declared her to be than for proving herself entirely innocent. 

One thing, anyhow, Miss Porter couldn’t deny, said the sisterhood,— 
she was accepting devoted attentions from Mr. Stuyvesant, and in her 
capacity as a Red Cross nurse that was inexcusable. 

“Fudge!” said Miss Porter. “If it were you instead of Miss Ray 
he was in love with, how long would you let your badge keep him at a 
distance ?” 

The sun went down on their unappeased wrath that second night 
in Manila Bay, and with the morrow came added cause for disappro- 
bation. Before the noon hour a snow-white launch with colors flying 
fore and aft steamed alongside, and up the stairs, resplendent, came 
Stuyvesant’s General with a brace of staff officers, all three precipitating 
themselves on the invalid and, after brief converse with him, all three 
sending their cards to Miss Ray, who had taken refuge on the other 


deck. 
And even while she sat reflecting what would be the wiser course, 


the General himself followed the card-bearer, and that distinguished 
warrior, with all the honors of his victorious entry fresh upon him, 
inclined his handsome head and begged that he might present him- 
self to the daughter of an old and cherished friend of cadet days, and 
seated himself by her side with hardly a glance at the array of sur- 
rounding femininity and launched into reminiscence of “ Billy Ray” 
as he was always called, and it was some little time before she could 
say,— 

“Will you let me present you to Dr. Wells, who is practically 
my commanding officer?” a request the General was too much of a 
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gentleman not to accede to at once, yet looked not too much pleased 
when he was led before that commanding dame, and then distinctly 
displeased as, taking advantage of her opportunity, the indignant lady 
burst forth with her grievance: | 

“Oh! This is General Vinton! Well, I must say that I think 
you Generals have treated the ladies of the Red Cross with precious 
little courtesy. Here we’ve been waiting thirty-six hours, and not 
a soul has come near us or shown us where to go or told us what to 
do, while everybody else aboard is looked after at once.” 

“It is a matter entirely out of my jurisdiction, madame,” answered 
the General with grave and distant dignity. “In fact, I knew nothing 
of the arrival of any such party until, at the commanding General’s 
this morning, your Vice-President—is it ?—-was endeavoring to—— 

“Our Vice-President, sir,” interposed the lady promptly, “is in 
San Francisco, attending to her proper functions. The person you 
saw is not recognized by the Red ee at all, nor by any one in author- 
ity that I know of.” 

General Vinton reddened. A soldier, accustomed to the “ courte- 
sies indispensable among military men,” ill brooks it that a stranger 
and a woman should take him to task for matters beyond his knowledge 
or control. 

“You will pardon me if in my ignorance of the matter I fancied 
the lady in question to be a representative of your order, and for 
suggesting that the Chief Surgeon is the official to whom you should 
address your complaint—and rebukes. Good-morning, madame. Miss 
Ray,” he continued, as he quickly turned and led that young lady 
away, “two of my staff desire to be ene. May I have the 
pleasure ?” 

There was no mistaking the iene s disapprobation of the official 
head of the sisterhood as represented on the Sacramento. Though 
he and his officers remained aboard an hour, not once again would 
he look towards Dr. Wells or seem to see any of the party but Miss 
Ray,—this, too, despite the fact that she tried to explain matters and 
pour oil on such troubled waters. 

Captain Butt sent up champagne to the distinguished party, and 
Miss Ray begged to be excused, and slipped away to her stateroom, 
only to be instantly recalled by other cards—Colonel and Mrs. Brent, 
other old friends of her father and mother. She remembered them 
well, and remembered having heard how Mrs. Brent had braved all 
opposition and had started for Hong Kong the day after the Colonel 
steamed for Manila; and their coming with most hospitable intent 
only added to the poor girl’s perplexities, for they showered welcomes 
upon her and bade her get her luggage up at once. They had come 
to take her to their own roof. They had secured such a quaint, roomy 
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house in Ermita right near the bay shore, and looking right out on the 
Luneta and the parade grounds. 

They stormed at her plea that she must not leave her companions. 
They bade her send for Miss Porter, and included her in their warm- 
hearted invitation; but by the time Maidie was able to get a word in 
edgewise on her own account, and begged them to come and meet 
Mrs. Dr. Wells and the Red Cross sisterhood, they demurred. 

The General, in Marion’s brief absence, had expressed his opinion 
of that official head, and the Brents had evidently accepted his views. _ 
Then Vinton and his officers loudly begged Mrs. Brent to play chaperon 
and persuade Miss Ray and Miss Porter to accompany them in their 
fine white launch in a visit to the Admiral on the flag-ship, and said 
nothing about others of the order. 

The idea of seeing Dewey on his own deck and being shown all over 
the Olympia! Why, it was glorious! But Miss Ray faltered her re- 
fusal, even against Miss Porter’s imploring eyes. Then Stuyvesant 
declared he didn’t feel up to it. 

The General went off to the fleet and the Brents back to the shore 
without the girls. But in the course of the afternoon four more officers 
came to tender their services to “Billy Ray’s daughter,” and none, 
not even a hospital steward, came to do aught for the Red Cross, and 
by sundown Maidie Ray had every assurance that the most popular 
girl at that moment in Manila army circles was the least popular aboard 
the Sacramento, and Kate Porter cried herself to sleep after an out- 
and-out squabble with two of the band, and the emphatic assertion that 
if she were Marion Ray she would cut them all dead and go live with 
her friends ashore. 

But when the morrow came was it to be wondered at that Miss 
Ray had developed a high fever? Was it not characteristic that before 
noon, from the official head down, from Dr. Wells to Dottie Fellows, 
the most diminutive of the party, there lived not a woman of their 
number who was not eager in tender of services and in desire to be 
at the sufferer’s bedside? Was it not manlike that Stuyvesant, who 
had shunned the sisterhood for days, now sought the very women he 
had scorned and begged for tidings of the girl he loved? 


XII. 


OcroBER had come and the rainy season was going, but still the 
heat of the mid-day sun drove everybody within doors except the 
irrepressible Yankee soldiery, released “on pass” from routine duty 
at inner barracks or outer picket line, and wandering about this 
strange, old-world metropolis of the Philippines, reckless of time or 
temperature in their determination to see everything there was to be 
seen about the whilom stronghold of “the Dons” in Asiatic waters. 
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Along the narrow sidewalks of the Escolta, already bordered by 
American signs—and saloons,—and rendered even more than usually 
precarious by American drinks, the blue-shirted boys wandered, open- 
eyed, marvelling much to find ’twixt twelve and two the shutters up 
in all the shops not conducted, as were the bars, on the American plan, 
while from some, still more Oriental, the sun and the shopper both 
were excluded four full hours, beginning at eleven. 

South of the walls and outworks of Old Manila and east of the 
Luneta lay a broad, open level, bounded on the south by the suburb 
of Ermita, and in the midst of the long row of Spanish-built houses 
extending from the battery of huge Krupps at the bay-side, almost 
over to the diagonal avenue of the Nozaleda, stood the very cosey, finely 
furnished house which had been hired as quarters for Colonel Brent, 
high dignitary on the department staff. 

Its lower story of cut stone was pierced by the arched drive-way 
through which carriages entered to the patio or inner court, and, as 
in the tenets of Madrid the Queen of Spain is possessed of no personal 
means of locomotion, so possibly to no Spanish dame of high degree 
may be attributed the desire, even though she have the power, to walk. 

No other portal, therefore, either for entrance or exit, could be found 
at the front. Massive doors of dark, heavy wood from the Luzon forests, 
strapped with iron, swung on huge hinges that, unless well oiled, defied 
the efforts of unmuscular mankind. A narrow panel opening’ in one 
of these doors, two feet above the ground and on little hinges of its 
own, gave means of passage to household servants and, when pressed 
for time, to such of their superiors as would condescend to step high 
and stoop low. 

To the right and left of the main entrance were store-rooms, ser- 
vants’ rooms, and carriage-room, and opposite the latter, towards the 
rear, the broad stairway that, turning upon itself, led to the living- 
rooms on the upper floor,—the broad salon at the head of the stairs 
being utilized as a dining-room on state occasions, and its northward 
end as the parlor. Opening from the sides of the salon, front and rear, 
were four large, roomy, high-ceilinged chambers. 

Overlooking and partially overhanging the street and extending the 
length of the house was a wide enclosed veranda, well supplied with 
tables, lounging-chairs, and couches of bamboo and wicker, its floor 
covered here and there with Indian rugs, its surrounding waist-high 
railing fitted with parallel grooves in which slid easily the frames of 
the windows of translucent shells, set in little four-inch squares, or the 
dark-green blinds that excluded the light and glare of mid-day. 

With both thrown back there spread an unobstructed view of the 
parade ground even to the edge of the distant glacis, and here it was 
the household sat to watch the military ceremonies, to receive their 
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guests, and to read ur doze throughout the drowsier hours of the day. 

“Campo de Bagumbayan” was what the natives called that martial 

flat in the strange barbaric tongue that delights in “igs” and “ ags,” 
in “ings” and “ angs,” even to repetition and repletion. 

And here one soft, sensuous October afternoon, with a light breeze 
from the bay tempering the heat of the slanting sunshine, reclining in 
a broad bamboo easy-chair sat Maidie Ray, now quite convalescent, yet 
not yet restored to her old-time vigorous health. 

Her hostess, the Colonel’s amiable wife, was busy on the back gal- 
lery leading to the kitchen, deep in counsel with her Filipino major- 
domo and her Chinese cook, servitors who had been well trained and 
really needed no instruction, and for that matter got but little, for 
Mrs. Brent’s knowledge of the Spanish tongue was even less than her 
command of “ Pidgin” English. Nevertheless, neither Ignacio nor Sing 
Suey would fail to nod in the one case or smile broadly in the other in 
assent to her every proposition,—it being one of the articles of their 
domestic faith that peace and happiness, truth and justice, religion 
‘and piety, could best be promoted throughout the establishment by never 
seeming to differ with the lady of the house. To all outward appear- 
ances, therefore, and for the first few weeks, at least, housekeeping in 
the Philippines seemed something almost idyllic, and Mrs. Brent was 
in ecstasies over the remarkable virtues of Spanish-trained servants. 

There had been anxious days during Maidie’s illness. ‘I'he Sacra- 
mento had been ordered away, and the little patient had to be brought 
ashore. But the Chief Quartermaster sent his especial steam-launch 
for “ Billy Ray’s daughter,” the Chief Surgeon, the best ambulance and 
team to meet her at the landing; a squad of Sandy’s troopers bore her 
reclining-chair over the side into the launch, out of the launch to the 
waiting ambulance, and out of the ambulance upstairs into the airy 
rooms set apart for her, and, with Mrs. Brent and Miss Porter, Sandy 
and the most devoted of army doctors to bear her company and keep 
the fans going, Maidie’s progress had been rather in the nature of a 
triumph. 

So at least it had seemed to the austere Vice-President of the Pa- 
triotic Daughters of America, who, as it happened, looked on in severe 
disapproval. She had asked for that very ambulance that very day 
to enable her to make the rounds of regimental hospitals in the..out- 
lying suburbs, and had been politely but positively refused. 

By that time, it seems, this most energetic woman had succeeded 
in alienating all others in authority at Corps Head-Quarters, to the end 
that the commanding General declined to grant her further audience, 
the Surgeon-General had given orders that she be not admitted to his 
inner office, the Deputy Surgeon-General had asked for a sentry to keep 
her off his premises, the sentries at the first and second reserve hos- 
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pital had instructions to tell her, also politely but positively, that she 
could not be admitted except in visiting hours, when the surgeon, a 
steward, or—and here was “the most unkindest cut of all”—some of 
the triumphant Red Cross could receive and attend to her, for at last 
the symbol of Geneva had gained full recognition. At last Dr. Wells 
and the sisterhood were on duty, comfortably housed, cordially wel- 
comed, and presumably happy. 

The officials remained in blissful ignorance of the tremendous nature 
of the charges laid at their door by Miss Perkins, and Maidie Ray, 
while duly informed of the frequent calls and kind inquiries of many 
an officer, and permitted of late to welcome Sandy for little talks, had 
been mercifully spared the infliction of the personal visitation thrice 
attempted by her fellow-traveller on the train. 

“I don’t believe you were ever intimate friends,” said Mrs. Brent, 
“and that she nursed and cared for you in the cars when you were 
- suffering from shock and fright because of a fire. That’s what she says 


though. What was it, Maidie? -Was it there Mr. Stuyvesant got that 


burn on his face ?—and lost his eyebrows ?” 

And then it transpired that Mr. Stuyvesant had been a frequent 
and assiduous caller for a whole fortnight, driving thither almost every 
evening. 

But Maidie was oddly silent as to the episode of the fire on the train. 
She laughed a little about Miss Perkins and her pretensions, but to the 
disappointment of her hostess could not be drawn into talk about that 
tall, handsome New Yorker. 

And what seemed strange to Mrs. Brent was that now, when Maidie 
could sit up a few hours each day and see certain among the officers’ 
wives, arriving by almost every steamer from the States, and have 
happy chats with Sandy every time he could come galloping in from 
Paco, and was taking delight in watching the parades and reviews on 
the Bagumbayan, and listening to the evening music of the band, Stuy- 
vesant had ceased to call. 

Had Maidie noticed it? Mrs. Brent wondered, as, coming in from 
her conference with the House of Commons, she stood a moment at 
the door-way gazing at the girl, whose book had fallen to the floor and 
whose dark eyes, under their veiling lids, were looking far out across 
the field to the walls and church towers of Old Manila. 

It was almost sunset. There was the usual throng of carriages along 
the Luneta and a great regiment of volunteers, formed in line of platoon 
columns, was drawn up on the “ Campo” directly in front of the house. 
Sandy: had spent his allotted half hour by his sister’s side, and, re- 
mounting, had cantered out to see the parade. Miss Perkins had de- 
clared on the occasion of her third fruitless call that not until Miss Ray 
sent for her would she again submit herself to be snubbed. So there 
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seemed no immediate danger of her reappearance, and yet Mrs. Brent 
had given Ignacio orders to open only the panel door when the gate bell 
clanged, and to refuse admission, even to the drive-way, to a certain 
importunate caller besides Miss Perkins. 

Three days previous there had presented himself a young man in 
the white dress of the tropics and a hat of fine Manila straw, a young 
man who would not send up his card, but in very Mexican Spanish asked 
for Miss Ray. Ignacio sent a boy for Mrs. Brent, who came down to 
reconnoitre, and the youth reiterated his request. . 

“ An old friend” was all he would say in response to her demand 

‘for his name and purpose. She put him off, saying Miss Ray was still 
too far from well to see anybody, bade him call next day when Dr. 
Frank and her husband, she knew, would probably be there, duly notified 
them, and Frank met and received the caller when he came and sent 
him away in short order. 

“The man is a crank,” said he, “and I shall have him watched.” 

The Colonel asked that one or two of the soldier police guard should 
be sent to the house to look after the stranger. A Corporal came from 
the company barrack around on the Calle Real, and it was after night- 
fall when next the “old friend” rang the bell and was permitted by 
Ignacio to enter. 

But the instant the Corporal started forward to look at him the. 
caller bounded back into outer darkness. He was tall, sinewy, speedy, 
and had a twenty-yard start before the little guardsman, stout and 
burly, could squeeze into the street. Then the latter’s shouts up the 
San Luis only served to startle the sentries, to spur the runner, and to 
excite and agitate Maidie. 

Dr. Frank was disgusted when he tried her pulse and temperature 
half an hour later and said things to the Corporal not strictly authorized 
by the regulations. The episode was unfortunate, yet might soon have 
been forgotten but for one hapless circumstance. Despite her announce- 
ment, something had overcome Miss Perkins’s sense of injury, for she 
had stepped from a carriage directly in front of the house at the mo- 
ment of the occurrence, was a witness to all that took place, and the 
first one to extract from the Corporal his version of the affair and his 
theory as to what lay behind it. In another moment she was driving 
away towards the Nozaleda, the direction taken by the fugitive, fast 
as her coachman could whip his ponies, the original purpose of her call 
abandoned. 

As in duty bound, both Mrs. Brent and Dr. Frank had told Sandy 
of this odd affair. Mrs. Brent described the stranger as tall, slender, 
sallow, with big cavernous dark eyes that had a wild look to them, and 
a scraggly, fuzzy beard all over his face, as though he hadn’t shaved for 
long weeks. His hands—of course, she had particularly noticed his 
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hands ; “— woman doesn’t notice such things ?—were slim and white. 
He had the look of a man who had been long in hospital; was probably 

a recently discharged patient, perhaps one of the many men just now 
getting their home orders from Washington. 

“Somebody who served under your father, perhaps,” said Mrs. 
Brent soothingly to Marion, “ and thought he ought to see you.” a 

“‘ Somebody who had not been a soldier at all,” said she to Sandy. 
“ He had neither the look nor the manner of one.” And Sandy mar- 
velled a bit and decided to be on guard. 

“ Maidie,” he had said that afternoon, before riding away, “ when 
you get out next week we must take up pistol practice again. You beat 
me at Leavenworth, but you can’t do it now. Got your gun—anywhere? 
—the one Dad gave you?” And Dad or Daddy in the Ray household 
was the “ lovingest” of titles. 

Maidie turned a languid head on her pillow. “In the upper drawer 
of the cabinet in vs room, I think,” said she. “I remember Mrs. 
Brent’s examining it. 

Sandy went in search, and presently returned with the prize, a 
short, big-barrelled, powerful little weapon of the bull-dog type, sending 
a bullet like that of a Derringer, hot and hard, warranted to shock and 
stop an ox at ten yards but miss a barn at over twenty; a woman’s. 
weapon for defence of her life, not a target pistol, and Sandy twirled 
the shining cylinder approvingly. It was a gleaming toy, with its ivory 
stock and nickeled steel. 

“ Every chamber crammed,” said Sandy, “and sure to bienek spots 
out of anything from a mad dog to an elephant, provided it hits. Best 
keep it by you at night, Maidie. These natives are marvellous sneak- 
thieves. They go all through these ramshackle upper stories like so 
many ghosts. No one can hear them.” 

Then, when he took his leave, the pistol remained there lying on 
the table, and Frank, coming in to see his most interesting patient just 
as the band was trooping back to its post on the right of the long line, 
picked it up and examined it, muzzle uppermost, with professional 
approbation. 

“Yours, I see, Miss Ray ;—and from your father. A man hit by 
one of these,” he continued musingly, and fingering the fat leaden 
bullets, “would drop in his tracks. Do you keep it by you?— 
always ?” 

“I? No!” laughed Maidie. “I’m eager to get to my work,—heal- 
ing—not giving—gunshot wounds.’ 

“You will have abundant time, my dear young lady,” said the Doc- 
tor slowly, as he carefully replaced the weapon on the table by her side, 
“ and—opportunity, if I read the signs aright, and we must get you 
thoroughly well before you begin. Ah! What’s that? What’s the 
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matter over there?” he lazily asked. It was a fad of the Doctor’s never 
to permit himself to show the least haste or excitement. 

A small opera-glass stood on the sill, and, calmly adjusting it as he. 
peered, Frank had picked it up and levelled it towards the front and 
centre of the line just back of where the colonel commanding sat in ~ 
saddle. A lively scuffle and commotion had suddenly begun among the 
groups of spectators. Miss Ray’s reclining-chair was so placed that by 
merely raising her head she could look out over the field. Mrs. Brent 
ran to where the Colonel’s field-glasses hung in their leathern case and 
joined the Doctor at the gallery rail. 

Three pairs of eyes were gazing fixedly at the point of disturbance, 
already the centre of a surging crowd of soldiers off duty, oblivious now 
to the fact that the band was playing the “ Star Spangled Banner,” and 
they ought to be standing at attention, hats off, and facing the flag as 
it came floating slowly to earth on the distant ramparts of the old city. 

Disdainful of outside attractions, the Adjutant came stalking out 
to the front as the strain ceased, and his shrill voice was heard turning 
over the parade to his commander. Then the surging group seemed to 
begin to dissolve, many following a little knot of men carrying on their 
shoulders an apparently inanimate form. They moved in the direc- 
tion of the old botanical garden, towards the Estado Mayor, and so 
‘absorbed were the three in trying to fathom the cause of the excitement 
that they were deaf to Ignacio’s announcement. A tall, handsome, most 
distinguished-looking young officer stood at the wide door-way, dressed 
cap-a-pté in snowy white, and not until, after a moment’s hesitation, 
he stepped within the room and was almost upon them, did Miss Ray 
turn and see him. 

“ Why, Mr. Stuyvesant!” was all she said; but the tone was enough. 

Mrs. Brent and the Doctor dropped the glasses and whirled about. 
Both instantly noted the access of color. It had not all disappeared 
by any means, though the Doctor had, when, ten minutes later, Colonel 
Brent came in. 

At the moment of his entrance, Stuyvesant, seated close to Marion’s 
reclining-chair, was, with all the Doctor’s caution and curiosity, ex- 
amining her revolver. “Rather bulky for a pocket-pistol,” he re- 
marked, as, muzzle downward, he essayed its insertion in the gaping 
orifice at the right hip of his Manila-made, flapping white trousers. 
It slipped in without a hitch. 

“What was the trouble out there a while ago?” asked the lady of 
the house of her liege lord. “ You saw it, I suppose?” 

“Nothing much. Man had a fit, and it took four men to hold him. 
Maidie, look here. Captain Kress handed this to me—said they picked 
it up just back of where the Colonel stood at parade. Is he another 
mash ?” 
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-Marion took the envelope from the outstretched hand, drew forth a 
little carte-de-visite on which was the vignette portrait of her own face, 
gave one quick glance, and dropped back on the pillow. All the bright 
color fled. The picture fell to the floor. “Can you—find Sandy?” was 
all she could say, as, with imploring eyes, she gazed into honest Brent’s 
astonished face. 

“T can, at once,” said Stuyvesant, who had risen from his chair at 
the Colonel’s remark. With quick bend he picked up the little card, 
placed it face downward on the table by her side, never so much as 
giving one glance at the portrait, and noiselessly left the room. . 


XIII. 


LIKE many another man’s that summer and autumn of 798, Mr. 
Gerard Stuyvesant’s one overwhelming ambition had been to get on to 
Manila. * The enforced sojourn at Honolulu had been, therefore, a bitter 
trial. He had reached at last the objective point of his soldier desires, 
and with all his heart now wished himself back on the Sacramento with 
one, at least,—or was it at most ?—of the Sacramento’s passengers. The 
voyage had done much to speed his recovery. The cordial greeting ex- 
tended by his General and comrade officers had gladdened his heart. 
Pleasant quarters on the breezy bay shore, daily drives, and, presently, 
gentle exercise in saddle had still further benefited him. 

He had every assurance that Marion Ray’s illness was not of an 
alarming nature, and that, soon as the fever had run its course, her 
convalescence would be rapid. He was measurably happy in the privi- 
lege of calling every day to ask for her, but speedily realized the poverty 
of Oriental marts in the means wherewith to convey to the fair patient 
some tangible token of his constant devotion. Once, La Extremeiia dis- 
played a keg of Malaga grapes duly powdered with cork, and several 
pounds of these did Stuyvesant levy upon forthwith, and, after being 
duly immersed in water and cooled in the ice-chest, send them in dainty 
basket by a white-robed lackey, with an unimpeachable card bearing 
the legend “Mr. Gerard Stuyvesant, One-Hundred-and-Sixth New 
York Infantry Volunteers,” and much were they admired on arrival ; 
but that was in the earlier days of Maidie’s convalescence, and Dr. Frank 
shook his head. Grape-seeds were perilous stuff, and Mrs. Brent knew 
they would not last until Maidie was well enough to enjoy them, and 
so—they did not. 

Military duty for the staff was not exacting about Manila in the 
autumn days. It was the intermission. The Spanish war was over; 
the Filipino yet to come. There was abundant time for “love and 
sighing,” and Stuyvesant did both, for there was no question the poor 
fellow had found his fate, and yet thought it trembling in the balance. 
Not one look or word of hers for him could Stuyvesant recall that was 
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more winsome and kind than those bestowed on other men. Indeed, 
had he not seen with jealous eyes with what beaming cordiality and 
delight she had met and welcomed one or two young gallants, who, 
having been comrades of Sandy in “ the Corps” at the Point, had found 
means to get out to the Sacramento, obviously to see her, just before 
that untimely illness claimed her for its own? 

Farquhar of the cavalry, scion of a Philadelphia family well known 
to the Stuyvesants of Gotham and “trotting in the same class,” had 
come over from Department Head-Quarters, where he had a billet as 
engineer officer, to call on Stuyvesant and to cheer him up and con- 
tribute to his convalescence, and did so after the manner of men, by 
talking on all manner of topics for nearly an hour and winding up by 
a dissertation on Billy Ray’s pretty daughter and “Wally” Foster’s 
infatuation. Farquhar said it was the general belief that Maidie liked 
Wally mighty well and would marry him were he only in the army. 
And Stuyvesant wondered how it was, in all the yearr he had known 
Farquhar and envied him his being a West Pointer and in the cavalry, 
he had never really discovered what a bore, what a wearisome ass, 
Farquhar could be. 

Then just as Miss Ray was reported sitting up and soon to be able 
to “see her friends,”—with what smiling significance did Mrs. Brent 
so assure him !—what should Stuyvesant’s General do but select Stuy- 
vesant himself to go on a voyage of discovery to Iloilo and beyond. 
The commanding General wanted a competent officer who spoke Spanish 
to make a certain line of investigation. He consulted Vinton. Vinton 
thought another voyage the very thing for Stuyvesant, and so suggested 
his name. 

It sent the luckless Gothamite away just at the time of all others 
he most wished to remain. When he returned, within a dozen days, 
the first thing was to submit his written report, already prepared aboard 
ship. The next was to report himself in person at Colonel Brent’s, to 
be asked into the presence of the girl he loved and longed to see, and, 
as has been told, ushered out almost immediately, self-detailed, in search 
of Sandy. 

He had found the lad easily enough, but not so the man with the 
fit, whom, for reasons of his own and from what he had seen and heard, 
Stuyvesant was most anxious to overtake. His carriage whirled him 
rapidly past the parade-ground and over to the First Reserve hospital, 
whither he thought the victim had been borne, but no civilian, with or 
without fits, had recently been admitted. 

Inquiry among convalescent patients and soldiers along the road 
without resulted at last in his finding one of the party that carried the 
stricken man from the field. He had come to, said the volunteer, before 
they had gone quarter of a mile, had soused his head in water at a 
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hydrant, rested a minute, offered them a quarter for their trouble, but- 
toned up the light coat that had been torn open in his struggle, and 
nervously but positively declared himself all right and vastly obliged, 
had then hailed a passing carromatta, and been whisked away across 
the moat and drawbridge into the old city. There all trace was lost of 
him. 

Baffled and troubled, Stuyvesant ordered his coachman to take him 
to the Luneta. The crowd had disappeared. The carriages were nearly 
all departed. The lights were twinkling here and there all over the 
placid bay. It was still nearly an hour to dinner-time at the General’s 
mess, and he wished to be alone to think over matters, to hear the sooth- 
ing plash and murmur of the little waves, and Stuyvesant vowed in hia 
wrath and vexation that Satan himself must be managing his affairs, 
for, over and above the longed-for melody of the rythmic waters, he 
was hailed by the buzz-saw stridencies of Miss Perkins, whose first words 
gave the lie to themselves. 

“T’m all out of breath, and so het up runnin’ after you I can’t talk, 
but I was just bound to see you, an’ I’ve been to your house so often 
the soldiers laugh at me. Those young men haven’t any sense of de- 
cency or respect, but I’ll teach ’em, and you see they'll sing another 
song. Where can we sit down?” continued the lady, her words chasing 
each other’s heels in her breathless haste. “These lazy, worthless 
Spanish officers take every seat along here. Why, here! your carriage 
will do, an’ I’ve got a thousand things to say!” (“ Heaven be merciful,” 
groaned Stuyvesant to himself.) “I saw you driving, and I told my 
cabman to catch you if he had to flog the hide off his horse. Come, 
aren’t you—don’t you want to sit down? I do, anyhow! There’s no 
comfort in my cab. Here, I’ll dismiss it now. You can just drop me 
on the way home, you know. I’m living down the Calle Real a few 
blocks this side of you. All the soldiers know me, and if they had their 
say it wouldn’t be the stuck-up Red Cross that’s flirting with doctors 
and living high on the dainties our folks sent over. The boys are all 
right. It’s your Generals that have ignored the P. D. A.’s, and I'll 
show ’em presently what a miss they’ve made. Wait till the papers get 
the letters I have written. But, say”—(“ And this is the woman I 
thought might be literary!” moaned Stuyvesant as he meekly followed 
to the little open carriage and, with a shiver, assisted his angular visitor 
to a seat.) 

“A Key!” she shouted, “A Key, Cochero! No quiere mas hoy. 
Maiiana! Ocho! Sabe, Cochero? Ocho! Now don’tchewbe—What’s 
late in their lingo, anyhow? *Tisn’t tardy, I know; that’s afternoon. | 
Tardeeo? Thank you. Now—well, just sit down, first, Lieutenant. 
You see we know how to address officers by their titles, if the Red Cross 
don’t. I’d teach em to Mister me if I was an officer. Now, what I 
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want to see you about first is this. Your General has put me off one 
way or another every time I’ve called this last two weeks. I’ve always 
treated him politely, but for some reason he’ll never see me now, and 
yet they almost ran after me at first. Now, you can fix it easy enough, 
and you do it and you won’t regret it. I only want him to listen to me 
three minutes, and that’s little enough for anybody to ask. You do it, 
and I can do a good deal more for you than you think for, an’ I will 
do it, too, if certain people don’t treat me better. It’s something you'll 
thank me for mightily later on, if you don’t now. I’ve had my eyes 
open, Lieutenant, an’ I see things an’ I hear things an’ I know things 
you mighty little suspect.” | 

“ Pardon me, Miss Perkins,” interposed Stuyvesant at this juncture, 
his nerves fairly twitching under the strain. “ Let us get at the matters 
on which you wish to speak to me. Malate, Cochero!” he called to the 
pygmy Filipino on the box. “I am greatly pressed for time,” he 
added, as the carriage whirled away, the hoofs of the pony-team flying 
like shuttles the instant the little seamps were headed homeward. 

“Well, what I want mostly is to see the General. He’s got influ- 
ence with General Drayton and I know it, and these Red Cross people 
have poisoned his ears. Everybody’s ears seem to be just now against 
me and I can get no hearing whatever. Everything was all right at 
first. Everything was promised me and then, first one and then another, 
they all backed out, and I want to know why—I’m bound to know why, 
and they’d better come to me and make their peace now than wait until 
the papers and the P. D. A.’s get after ’em, as they will,—you hear my 
words now,—they will do just as soon as my letters reach the States. 
You’re all right enough. I’ve tolc them how you helped with those 
poor boys of mine aboard the train. Bad way they’d been in if we 
hadn’t been there, you and I. Why, I just canvassed that train till I 
got clothes and shoes for every one of those poor burned-out fellows, 
but there wouldn’t anybody else have done it. And nursing?—you 
ought to have seen those boys come to thank me the day I went out to 
the Presidio, an’ most cried—some of them did;—said their own 
mothers couldn’t have done more, and they’d do anything for me now. 
But when I went out to their camp at Paco their Major just as much 
as ordered me away, and that little whippersnapper, Lieutenant Ray, 
that I could take on my knee and spank——- He—Lieutenant Ray— 
a friend of yours? Well, you may think he is, or you may be a friend 
of his, but I can tell you right here and now he’s no friend, and you'll 
see he isn’t. What’s more, I hate to see an honest, high-toned young 
gentleman just throwing himself away on people that can’t appreciate 
him. I could tell you——” 

“ Stop, driver!” shouted Stuyvesant, unable longer to control him- 
self. “ Miss Perkins,” he added, as the little coachman manfully strug- 
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gled to bring his rushing team to a halt at the curb, “I have a call to 
make and am late. Tell my coachman where to take you and send him 
back to this corner. Good-night, madam,” and, gritting his teeth, out 
he sprang to the sidewalk. 

It happened to be directly in front of one of those native eseits 
where, day and night, by dozens the swarthy little brown men gather 
about a billiard-table with its centre ornament of box-wood pins, betting 
on a game resembling the Yankee “pin pool” in everything but the 
possibility of fair play. Hovering about the entrance or on the out- 
skirts of the swarm of men and boys, a dozen native women, some with 
babies in their arms and nearly all with cigars between their teeth, 
stood watching the play with absorbing interest, and a score of dusky, 
pot-bellied children from two to twelve years of age sprawled about 
the premises, as much at home as the keeper of the place. 

The lamps had been lighted but a few minutes and the game was 
in full blast. Some stalwart soldiers, regulars from the Cuartel de 
Malate from down the street or the nipa barracks of the Dakotas and 
Idahos, were curiously studying the scene, making jovial and unstinted 
comment after their fearless democratic fashion, but sagely abstaining 
from trying their luck and not so sagely sampling the sizzling soda 
drinks held forth to them by tempting hands. Liquor the vendors dare 
not proffer—the Provost-Marshal’s people had forbidden that—and only 
at the licensed bars in town or by bribery and stealth in the outlying 
suburbs could the natives dispose of the villanous “ bino” with which 
at times the unwary and unaccustomed American was overcome. 

Three or four men in civilian dress, that somehow smacked of the 
sea, as did their muttered, low-toned talk, huddled together at the 
corner post, furtively eying the laughing soldiers and occasionally peer- 
ing up and down the darkened street. It was not the place Stuyvesant 
would have chosen to leave his carriage, but it was a case of any port 
in a storm,—anything to escape that awful woman. With one quick 
spring he was out of the vehicle and into the midst of the group on the 
narrow sidewalk before he noticed them at all, but not before they saw 
him. Even as Miss Perkins threw forward a would-be grasping and 
detaining hand and called him by name, one of the group in civilian 
dress gave sudden, instant start, sprang round the corner, but, tripping 
on some obstacle, sprawled full length on the hard stone pavement. 
Despite the violence of the fall, which wrung from him a fierce curse, 
the man was up in a second, away, and out of sight in a twinkling. 

“Go on!” shouted Stuyvesant impatiently, imperiously, to his 
coachman, as, never caring what street he took, he too darted around 
the same corner, and his tall white form vanished on the track of the 
civilian. 

But the sound of the heavy fall, the muttered curse, and the sudden 
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question in the nearest group, “What’s wrong with Sackett?’ had 
reached Miss Perkins’s ears, for while once more the little team was 
speeding swiftly away, the strident voice of the lone passenger was up- 
lifted in excited hail to the coachman to stop. And here the Filipino 
demonstrated to the uttermost that the amenities of civilization were 
yet undreamed of in his darkened intellect—as between the orders of the 
man and the demands of the woman he obeyed the former. Deaf, even 
to that awful voice, he drove furiously on until brought up standing 
by the bayonets of the patrol in front of the English Club, and in a 
fury of denunciation and quiver of mingled wrath and excitement, Miss 
Perkins tumbled out into the arms of an amazed and disgusted sergeant, 
and demanded that he come at once to arrest a vile thief and deserter. 


XIV. 


Tart night the sentries, softly lighted by a waning old moon, were 
on the lookout everywhere among the suburbs for two malefactors dis- 
tinctly differing in type, yet equally in demand. One, said the de- 
scriptions, was a burly, thick-set, somewhat slouching American, in 
clothing of the sailor slop-shop variety, a man of five feet six and 
maybe forty years, though he might be much younger; a coarse-featured, 
heavy-bearded man, with gray eyes, generally bleary, and one front tooth 
gone, leaving a gap in the upper jaw next the canine, which was fang- 
like, yellow, and prominent; a man with harsh voice and surly ways; 
a man known as Sackett among seamen and certain civilians who prob- 
ably had made their way to Manila in the hopes of picking up an easy 
living; a man wanted as Murray among soldiers for a deserter, jail- 
bird, and thief. 

The other malefactor was less minutely described. A native five 
feet eight, perhaps. Very tall for a Tagal, slender, sinewy, and with 
a tuft of wiry hair and sixteen inches of shirt missing. “ For further 
particulars and the missing sixteen inches, as well as the hair, inquire 
at Colonel Brent’s, Number 199 Calle San Luis, Ermita.” 

It seems that soon after dark that eventful evening Mrs. Brent and 
Miss Porter had seen Maidie comfortably bestowed in the big, broad, 
cane-bottomed bed in her airy room, and had left her to all appearances 
sleeping placidly towards eight o’clock, and then gone out to dinner. 
Whatever the cause of her agitation on receiving at Brent’s hands the 
little card photograph of herself, it had subsided after a brief, low- 
toned conference with Sandy, who quickly came and speedily hastened 
away, and a later visit from Dr. Frank, whose placid, imperturbable, 
restful ways were in themselves well-nigh as soothing as the orange- 
flower water prescribed for her. Even the little night-light, floating 
in its glass, had been extinguished when the ladies left her. 

The room assigned to Marion was at the northwest corner of the 
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house. Its two front windows opened on the wide gallery, that in turn 
opened out on the Bagumbayan parade. Its west windows, also two 
in number, were heavily framed. There were sliding blinds to oppose 
to the westering sun, translucent shells in place of brittle glass to 
temper, yet admit, the daylight, and hanging curtains that slid easily 
on their supporting rods and rendered the room dark as could be de- 
sired for the siesta hours of the tropic day. 

The dinner-table, brightly lighted by lamps nag from hooks 
securely driven in the upper beams (lath and plaster are unknown in 
this seismic land), was set on the rear gallery overlooking the patio, 
and here, soon after eight, Brent, his little household, the Doctor, and 
two more guests were cosily chatting and dining, while noiseless native 
servants hovered about and Maidie Ray presumably slept. 

But Maidie was not sleeping. Full of a new anxiety, if not of 
dread, and needing to think calmly and clearly, she had turned away 
from her almost too assiduous attendants and closed her eyes upon the 
world about her. A perplexity, a problem such as never occurred to 
her as a possibility, one that sorely worried Sandy, as she could plainly 
see, had suddenly been thrust upon her. Hitherto she had ever had a 
most devoted mother as her counsellor and friend, but now a time had 
come when she must think and act for herself. 

The little card photograph picked up by the men on the scene of 
the scuffle at the edge of the Bagumbayan had told its story to her at 
least and to Sandy. It could only mean that Foster, he who spent 
whole days and weeks at their New Mexican station to the neglect of 
his cattle-ranch, he who had ‘listed in the cavalry and disappeared,— 
deserted, maybe,—at Carquinez, had eluded search, pursuit, inquiry of 
every kind, and, all ignorant, probably, of the commission obtained for 
him, had, still secretly, as though realizing his danger, followed her to 
Manila. 

“Fhis then must have been the tall stranger who called himself an 
old friend and would give no name, for it was to Foster, in answer to 
his most urgent plea,—perhaps touched by his devoted love for her 
lovely daughter,—that Mrs. Ray had given that little vignette photo- 
graph long months before. There, on the back, was the date in her 
mother’s hand, “ Fort Averill, New Mexico, February 15th, 1898.” 
Well did Marion remember how he had begged her to write her name 
beneath the picture, and how, for some reason she herself could not 
describe, she had shrunk from so doing. There had been probably half 
a dozen pictures of Foster about their quarters at Averill,—photographs 
in evening dress, in ranch rig, in winter garb, in tennis costume,—but 
only one had he of Maidie, and that not of her giving. 

Now, what could his coming mean? What madness. prompted this 
stealth and secrecy? If innocent of wilful desertion, his proper course 
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was to have reported without delay to the military authorities at San 
Francisco and told the cause of his disappearance or detention. But 
he had evidently done nothing of the kind. They would surely have 
heard of it, and now he was here, still virtually in hiding and possibly 
in disguise, and one unguarded word of hers might land him a prisoner, 
a war-time deserter, within the walls of the gloomy carcel in Old 
Manila. 

Sandy she had to tell, and he was overwhelmed with dismay, had 
galloped to Paco to see his Colonel and get leave for “ urgent personal 
and family reasons,” as he was to say, to spend forty-eight hours in 
and about Manila. Ifa possible thing, Sandy was to trail and find poor 
Foster, induce him to surrender himself at once, to plead illness, in- 
experience,—anything,—and throw himself on the mercy of the au- 
thorities. Sandy would be back by nine unless something utterly un- 
foreseen detained him at East Paco. Meantime what else could she 
do ?—what could she plan to rescue that reckless, luckless, hare-brained, 
handsome fellow from the plight into which his misguided, wasted 
passion had plunged him? 

From the veranda the clink of glass and china, the low hum of 
merry chat, the sound of half-smothered laughter, fell upon the ear 
and vexed her with its careless jollity. Impatiently she threw herself 
upon the other—the left—side, and then—sat bold upright in bed. 

Not a breath of air was stirring. The night was so still she could 
hear the soft tinkle of the ships’ bells off the Luneta,—could almost 
hear the soothing plash of the wavelets on the beach. There was noth- 
ing whatever to cause that huge mahogany door to swing upon its well- 
oiled hinges. She heard them close it when they went out; she saw 
that it was closed when they were gone, yet, as she turned on her pillow 
and towards the faint light through the northward windows, that door 
was slowly, stealthily turning, until at last, wide open, it interposed 
between her and the outward light at the front. 

Many an evening lately she had lain with hands aie under the 
.back of her bonny head looking dreamily out through that big open 
window, across the gallery beyond and the open casements in front, 
watching the twinkle of the electric lights above the distant ramparts 
of the old city and the nearer gleam of the brilliant globes that hung 
aloft along the west edge of the Bagumbayan. — 

Now one-half of that vista was shut off by the massive door, the 
other was unobscured, but even as with beating heart, still as a trembling 
mouse, she sat and gazed, something glided slowly, stealthily, noise- 
lessly between her and those betraying lights, something dark, dim, 
and human, for the shape was that of a man, a native, as she knew 
by the stiffly brushed-up hair above the forehead, the loosely falling 
shirt—a native taller than any of their household servants—a native 
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whose movements were so utterly without sound that Maidie realized 
on the instant that here was one of Manila’s famous veranda-climbing 
house-thieves, and her first thought was for her revolver. She had 
left it, totally forgotten, on the little table on the outer gallery. 

Even though still weak from her long and serious illness, the brave, 
army-bred girl was conscious of no sentiment of fear. To cry out was 
sure to bring about the instant escape of the intruder, whereas to cap- 
ture him and prevent his getting away with such valuables as he had 
probably already laid hands on became instantly her whole ambition. 
The side windows were closed by the sliding blinds. Even if he leaped 
from them it would be into a narrow court shut in by a ten-foot, spike- 
topped stone wall. He had chosen the veranda climbers’ favorite hour, 
that which found the family at dinner on the back gallery, and the 
quiet streets well-nigh deserted save by his own skilled and trusted 
“ pals,” from whose shoulders he had easily swung himself to the over- 
hanging structure at the front. He would doubtless retire that way 
the moment he had stowed beneath his loose, flapping ropas such items 
as he deemed of marketable value. 

He was even now stealthily moving across the floor to where her 
dressing-table stood between the westward windows. The man must 
have the eyes of a cat to see in the dark, or else personal and previous 
knowledge of the premises. If she could only slip as noiselessly out by . 
the foot of the bed, interpose between him and the door and that one 
wide-open window, then scream for help and grab him as he sprang, 
she might hope to hold him a second or two, and then Brent and Dr. 
Frank would be upon him. 

All her trembling was from excitement: she knew no thought of 
fear. But strong and steady hands were needed, not the fever-shattered 
members only just beginning to regain their normal tone. She slid from 
underneath the soft, light coverlet without a sound. The sturdy yet 
elastic bottom of platted cane never creaked or complained. She softly 
pushed outward the fine mosquito netting, gathered her dainty night- 
robe closely about her slender form, and the next minute her little bare. 
feet were on the polished, hard-wood floor, the massive door barely five 
short steps away. She cautiously lifted the netting till it cleared her 
head, and then, crouching low, moved warily towards the dim, vertical 
slit that told of subdued light in the salon. 

There was no creak to those thick, black-wood planks with which 
Manila mansions are floored. Her outstretched hand had almost reached 
the knob when her knee collided with a light bamboo bedroom chair. 
There was instant bamboo rasp and protest, followed by instant vigorous 
spring across the room, and instant piercing scream from Maidie’s lips. 

Something dusky white shot before her eyes. Something inky black 
and dusky white was snatched at and seized by those nervous, slender, 
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but determined little hands. Something dropped with clash and clatter 
on the resounding floor. Something ripped and tore as an agile, slip- 
pery, squirming form bounded from her grasp over the casement to 
the veranda, over the sill into the street, and when Brent and the Doctor 
and the womenfolk came rushing in and lamps were brought and Brent — 
went shouting to sentries up and down the San Luis and shots were 
heard around the nearest corner, Maid Marion, Second, was found 
crouching upon the cane-bottomed chair that had baffled her plans, half- 
laughing, half-crying with vexation, but firmly grasping in one hand 
a tuft of coarse, straight black hair, and in the other a section of Fili- 
pino shirt the size of a lady’s kerchief—all she had to show of her 
predatory visitor and to account for the unseemly disturbance they had 
made. 

“ Just to think—just to think!” exclaimed Mrs. Brent, with clasp- 
ing hands, “that this time, when you might most have needed it, Mr. 
Stuyvesant should have gone off with your pistol.” 


XV. 


But there was little merriment when, five minutes later, the house- 
hold had taken account of stock and realized the extent of their losses. © 

Maidie’s had evidently been the last room visited. The dressing- 
table and wardrobe of the opposite chamber—that occupied by Colonel 
and Mrs. Brent—had been ransacked. The Colonel’s watch and chain, 
—too bulky, he said, to be worn at dinner in white uniform,—his 
Loyal Legion and Army of the Potomac insignia, and some prized 
though not expensive trinkets of his good wife were gone. Miss Porter’s 
little purse with her modest savings and a brooch that had been her 
mother’s were missing. And with these items the skilled practitioner 
had made good his escape. 

On the floor, just under the window in Maidie’s room, lay a keen, 
double-edged knife. The stumps of two or three matches found in the 
Colonel’s apartment and others in Miss Porter’s showed that the thief 
had not feared to make sufficient light for his purpose, and from the 
floor of Marion’s room, close to the bureau, just where it had been 
dropped when the prowler was alarmed, Miss Porter picked up one of 
the old-fashioned “ phosphors” that ignite noiselesely and burn with 
but a tiny flame. 

Marion’s porte-monnaie was in the upper drawer, untouched, and 
such jewelry as she owned, save two precious rings she always wore, was 
stored in her father’s safe-deposit box in the bank at home. The 
Colonel was really the greatest loser and declared it served him right, 
both Provost-Marshal and Chief of Police having warned him to leave 


nothing “ lying around loose.” 
At sound of the shots on the Calle Nueva, Brent had sallied forth, 
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and, rushing impetuously into the dimly lighted thoroughfare, had 
narrowly missed losing the top of his head as well as his watch, an 
excited sentry sending a bullet whizzing into space by way of the 
Colonel’s pith helmet, which prompted the Doctor to say in his placid 
and most effective way that more heads had been lost that night than 
valuables, and one bad shot begat another. 

Sentries down towards the barracks, hearing the three or four quick 
reports, bethought them of the time-honored instructions prescribing 
that in case of a blaze, which he could not personally extinguish, the 
sentry should “shout ‘ Fire!’ discharge his piece, and add the number 
of his post.” Sagely reasoning that nothing but a fire could start such 
a row, or at least that there was sufficient excuse to warrant their 
having some fun of their own to enliven the dull hours of the night, 
Numbers 7 and 8 touched off their triggers and yelled “ Fire,” 5 and 
6, nearer home, followed suit, and in two minutes the bugles were blow- 
ing the alarm all over Ermita and Malate, and rollicking young regulars 
and volunteers by the hundred were tumbling out into the street, all 
eagerness and rejoicing at the prospect of having a lark with the Bom- 
beros, the funny little Manila firemen with their funnier little squirts 
on wheels. 

It was fully half an hour before the officers could “locate” the 
origin of the alarm and order their companies back to bed, an order 
most reluctantly obeyed, for by that time the nearest native fire-company © 
was aroused and on the way to the scene. Others could be expected in 
the course of the night, and the Manila fire department was something 
that afforded the Yankee soldier unspeakable joy. He hated to lose 
such an opportunity. 

but for all his professional calm, Dr. Frank was by no means pleased 
with the excitement attending this episode. For an hour or more officers 
from all over the neighborhood gathered in front of Brent’s and had to 
be told the particulars, “ Billy Ray’s Daughter” being pronounced the 
heroine everybody expected her to be, while that young lady herself, 
now that the affair could be called closed, was in a condition bordering 
on the electric. “ Overwrought and nervous,” said Miss Porter, “ but 
laughing at the whole business.” 

What Frank thought he didn’t say, but he cut short Sandy’s visit 
to his sister, and suggested that he go down and tell the assemblage 
under the front gallery that they would better return to whist—or what- 
ever game was in progress when the alarm was given. The Colonel 
could not invite them in as matters stood, and they slowly dispersed, 
leaving only a senior or two and Lieutenant Stuyvesant to question 
further, for Stuyvesant, coming from afar and arriving late, was full 
of anxiety and concern. 

Despite his temporary escape, circumstances and the civil authorities 
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(now become decidedly military) had thrown him into still further asso- 
ciation with the woman whom he would have so gladly shunned—the im- 
portunate Miss Perkins. He had taken a turn round the block—and 
refuge in the English Club—until he thought her disposed of at home 
and his carriage returned. He had come across the little equipage, 
trundling slowly up and down the street in search of him, had dined 
without appetite and smoked without relish, striving to forget that 
odious woman’s hints and aspersions, aimed evidently at the Rays, and 
had gone to his own room to write when a Corporal appeared with the 
request from the Captain in charge of the police guard of Ermita to 
step down to the office. 

It was much after nine then and the excitement caused by the alarm 
was about over, the troops going back to barracks and presumably to — 
bed. The Captain apologized for calling on him that late in the even- 
ing, but told him a man recognized as Murray, deserter from the cavalry, 
was secreted somewhere in the neighborhood, and it was reported that 
he, Stuyvesant, could give valuable information concerning him. Stuy- 
vesant could and did, and in the midst of it in came Miss Perkins, 
flushed, eager, and demanding to know if that villain was yet caught— 
“and if not, why not?” 

Then she caught sight of Stuyvesant and precipitated herself upon 
him. That man Murray had hatefully deceived her and imposed upon 
her goodness, she declared. She had done everything to help him at 
the Presidio, and he had promised her a paper signed by all the boys 
asking that the P. D. A.’s be recognized as the organization the soldiers 
favored, and showed her a petition he had drawn up and was getting 
signatures to by the hundreds. That paper would have insured their 
being recognized by the government instead of those purse-proud Red 
Cross people, and then he had wickedly deserted, . after—after—and 
Stuyvesant could scarcely keep a straight face—getting fifty dollars 
from her and a ring that he was going to wear always until he came 
back from Manila—an officer. Oh, he was a smart one, a smooth one! 
All that inside of three days after he got to the Presidio, and then was 
arrested, and then, next thing she knew, he had fled,—petition, money, 
ring, and all. 

Another soldier told her the signatures were bogus. And that very 
night she recognized him, spite of his beard, and at sight of her he had 
cut and run. (“Well he might!” thought Stuyvesant.) And then 
Miss Perkins yielded to the strain of overtaxed nerves and had to be 
conducted home. 

She lived but a block or two away, and it was Stuyvesant who had 

to play escort. The air, unluckily, revived her, and at the gate-way she 
turned and had this to add to her previous statements. | 

“ You think the Ray people your friends, Lieutenant, and I’m not 
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the kind of woman to see a worthy young man trifled with. You've 
been going there every day and everybody knows it, and knows that you 
were sent away to Iloilo in hopes of breaking you of it. That girl’s 
promised in marriage to that young man who’s got himself into such a 
scrape all on her account. He’s here—followed her here to marry her, 
and if he’s found he’s liable to be shot. Oh, you can believe or not just 
as you please, but never say I didn’t try to give you fair warning. 
Know? Why, I know much more about what’s going on here than 
your Generals do. J have friends everywhere among the boys; they 
haven’t. Oh, very well, if you won’t listen.” (For Stuyvesant had 
turned away in wrath and exasperation.) “ But you’d be wiser if you 
heard me out. I’ve seen Mr. Foster and had the whole story rie his 
lips. He’s been there every day, too, till he was taken sick—— 

But Stuyvesant was out of the gate and at last out of hearing, and 
with a vicious bang to the door, the lady of the P. D. A.’s, so recently 
victimized by the astute Sackett, retired. to the sanctity of her own 
apartment, marvelling at the infatuation of men. 

And yet, though Stuyvesant had angrily striven to silence the woman 
and had left her in disgust, her words had not failed of certain weight. 
Again he recalled with jealous pain the obvious indifference with which 
his approaches had been received. True, no well-bred girl would be 
more than conventionally civil to a stranger even under the exceptional 
circumstances of their meeting on the train. True, she was cordial, 
bright, winsome, and all that when at last he was formally presented ; 
but so she was to everybody. True, they had had many—at least he 
had had many—delightful long interviews on the shaded deck of the 
Sacramento; but though he would have eagerly welcomed a chance to 
indulge in sentiment, never once did Marion encourage such a move. 
On the contrary, he recalled with something akin to bitterness that 
when his voice or words betrayed a tendency towards such a lapse, she 
became instantly and palpably most conventional. 

Now, in the light of all he had heard from various sources, what 
could he believe but that she was interested, to say the least, in that 
other man? Well and miserably he recalled the words of Farquhar, 
who had served some years at the same station with the Rays: “ She’s 
the bonniest little army girl I know, and her head’s as level as it is 
pretty—except on one point. She’s her father’s daughter and wrapped 
up in the army. She’s always said she’d marry only a soldier. But 
Maidie’s getting wisdom with years, I fancy. Young Foster will be a 
rich man in spite of himself, for he’ll have his mother’s fortune, and 
he’s heels over head in love with her.” 

“But I understood,” interposed the General, with a quick glance 
at Stuyvesant, who had risen as though to get another cigar, “ that Ray 
didn’t exactly approve of him.” 
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“Oh, Ray didn’t seem to have any special objection to Foster unless 
it was that he neglected his business to lay siege to her. Foster’s a 
gentleman, has no bad habits, and is the very man nine women out of 
ten would rejoice in for a husband, and ninety-nine out of ten, if that 
were a mathematical possibility, would delight in as a son-in-law. He 
isn’t brilliant—buttons would have supplied the lack had he been in 
the cavalry. I dare say he’ll be ass enough to go in for a commission 
now and sell out his ranch for a song. Then, she’d probably take him.” 

And then, too, as he strolled thoughtfully up the street, still dimly 
lighted by the waning moon and dotted at long intervals by tiny electric 
fires, Stuyvesant went over in mind other little things that had come 
to his ears, for many men were of a mind with regard to Billy Ray’s 
daughter, and the young officer found himself vaguely weighing the 
reasons why he should now cease to play the moth,—why he should be 
winging his flight away from the flame and utterly ignoring the fact 
that his feet, as though from force of habit, were bearing him steadily 
towards it. The snap and ring of a bayoneted rifle coming to the 
charge, the stern voice of a sentry at the crossing of the Calle Faura, 
brought him to his senses. 

“Halt! Who is there?” 

“ Staff officer, First Division,” was the pangs reply, as Stuyvesant 
looked up in surprise. 

“ Advance, staff officer, and be recognized,” came the response from 
a tall form in blue, and the even taller white figure stepped forward 
and stood face to face with that of the guardian of the night. 

“T am Lieutenant Stuyvesant, aide-de-camp to General Vinton,” 
explained the challenged officer, noticing for the first time a little 
column of dusky men in heavy leathern helmets and belts shuffling 
away towards the Jesuit College with an old-fashioned diminutive 
“ goose-neck” village engine trailing at their heels. 

“ Been a fire, sentry?” he asked. “ Where was it?” 

“Up at Colonel Brent’s, sir, I believe. His house fronts the parade 
ground. One moment, please. Lieutenant who, sir? The officer of 
the guard orders us to account for every officer by name.” And Stuy- 
vesant, who, in instant alarm, had impulsively started, was again re- 
called to himself, and, hastily turning back, spoke aloud: 

“ Stuyvesant my name is. I'll give it at the guard-house as I pass.” 

Once more he whirled about, his heart throbbing with anxiety. 
Once more he would have hurried on his way to the Calle San Luis. 
A fire there! and she, Marion, still so weak !—exhausted, possibly, by 
the excitement—or distress—or whatever it was that resulted from 
Brent’s sudden presentation of that carte-de-visite. He would fly to 
her at once! 

For a third time the sentry spoke, and spoke in no faltering tone. 
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He was an American. He was wearing the rough garb of the private 
soldier in the ranks of the regulars, but, like scores of other eager young 
patriots that year, he held the diploma of a great, albeit a foreign, uni- 
versity. He had education, intelligence, and assured social position to 
back the training and discipline of the soldier. He knew his rights as 
well as his duties, and that every officer in the service, no matter how 
high, from commanding General down, was by regulation enjoined to 
show respect to sentries, and this tall, handsome young swell, with a 
name that sounded utterly unfamiliar to California ears, was in most 
unaccountable hurry, and spoke as though he, the sentry, were exceed- 
ing his powers in demanding his name. It put Private Thinking 
Bayonets on his mettle. 

“Halt, sir!” said he. “My orders are imperative. You'll have 
to spell that name.” 

In the nervous anxiety to which Stuyvesant was a prey, the sentry’s 
manner irritated him. It smacked at first of undue, unnecessary 
authority, yet the soldier in him put the unworthy thought to shame, 
and, struggling against his impatience, yet most unwillingly, Stuyve- 
sant obediently turned. He had shouldered a musket in a splendid 
regiment of citizen soldiery whose pride it was that no regular army 
inspector could pick flaws in their performance of guard and sentry 
duty. He had brought to the point of his bayonet, time and again, — 
officers far higher in rank than that which he now held. He knew 
that, whether necessary or not, the sentry’s demand was within his 
rights, and there was no course for him but compliance. He hastened 
back, and, controlling his voice as much as possible, began: 

“Youre right, sentry! S-t-u-y’—when through a gate-way across 
the street north of the Faura came swinging into sight a little squad 
of armed men. 

Again the sentry’s challenge, sharp, clear, resonant, rang on the 
still night air. Three soldiers halted in their tracks, the fourth, with 
the white chevrons of a corporal on his sleeves, came bounding across 
the street without waiting for a demand to advance for recognition. 

“Same old patrol, Billy,” he called, as he neared them. “On the 
way back to the guard-house.” Then, seeing the straps on the officer’s 
shoulders, respectfully saluted. ‘“ Couldn’t find no trace outside. Keep 
sharp lookout, Number 6,” he added, and turning hurriedly back to his 
patrol, started with them up the street in the direction Stuyvesant was 
longing to go. 

“ Sorry to detain you, sir, and beg pardon for letting him run up 
on us in that way. We've got extra orders to-night. There’s a queer 
set, mostly natives, in that second house yonder (and he pointed to a 


‘substantial two-story building about thirty paces from the corner). 


“They got in there while the fire excitement was on. Twice I’ve seen 
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them peeking out from that door. That’s why I dare not leave here 
and chase after you—after the Lieutenant. Now, may I have the name 
again, sir?” 

And at last, without interruption, Stuyvesant spelled and pronounced 
the revered old Dutch patronymic. At last he was able to go unhindered, 
and now, overcome by anxiety, eagerness, and dread, he hardly knew 
what, he broke into fleet-footed, rapid run, much to the surprise of the 
staid patrol which he overtook trudging along on the opposite side of 
the street, two blocks away, and never halted until again brought up 
standing by a sentry at the San Luis. 

Ten minutes later, while still listening to Brent’s oft-repeated tale 
of the theft, and still quivering a little from excitement, Stuyvesant 
heard another sound, the rapid rhythmic beat of dancing footsteps. 

“ Hullo!” interrupted one of the lingering officers. ‘“ Another fire 
company coming? It’s about time more began to arrive, isn’t it?” 

“Tt’s a patrol—and on the jump, too! What’s up, I wonder?” 
answered Brent, spinning about to face towards the Calle Real. There 
was an officer with this patrol,—an officer who in his eagerness could 
barely abide the sentry’s challenge. 

“ Officer of the guard—with patrol,” he cried, adding instantly, as 
he darted into view, “Sentry, which—which way did that officer go? — 
Tall young officer—in white uniform !” ; 

In surprise, the sentry nodded towards the speechless group stand- 
ing in front of Brent’s, and to them came the boy Lieutenant, panting 
and in manifest excitement. “I beg pardon, Colonel,” he began, “ our 
sentry, Number 6, was found a minute ago—shot dead—down on the 
Padre Faura. My men said they saw an officer running from the spot, 
running this way, and this gentleman—Mr. Stuyvesant, isn’t it?” 

There was an awed silence, an awkward pause. “I certainly was 
there not long ago,” spoke Stuyvesant, presently. “And Number 6, 
your sentry, was then all right. I certainly came running—— 

“ That’s all I can hear,” was the sharp interruption. “ My orders 
are to arrest mm You’re my prisoner, Mr. Stuyvesant,” gasped the 
lad. 

“ Preposterous!” said Dr. Frank a few minutes later — told by 
an awe-stricken group what had occurred. 

“ Preposterous say I!” echoed Brent. “And yet, see here—— Oh, 
of course, you know Major MacNeil, field-officer of the day,” he added, 
indicating a tall, thin-faced, gray-mustached officer of regulars who had 
but just arrived, and who now held forth a gleaming revolver with the 
words “I picked this up myself—not ten yards from where he lay.” 

It was Marion’s. 
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XVI. 


A SOLEMN assemblage was that at the Ermita quarters of the pro- 
vost-guard the following day. Officers of rank and soldiers from the 
ranks, in rusty blue, in gleaming white, in dingy khaki rubbed shoul- 
ders and elbows in the crowded court-yard. . 

In the presence of death the American remembers that men are 
born equal, and forgets the ceremonious observance of military courte- 
‘sies. All voices were lowered, all discussion hushed. There was a 
spontaneous movement when the division commander entered, and all 
made way for him without a word, but sturdily stood the rank and 
file and held their ground against all others, for the preliminary ex- 
amination, as it might be called, was to take place at ten o’clock. 

The dead man was of their own grade, and an ugly story had gone 
like wildfire through the barracks and quarters that his slayer was a 
commissioned officer, an aide-de-camp of the General himself, a scion 
of a distinguished and wealthy family of the greatest city of America, 
and all official influence, presumably, would be enlisted in his behalf. 
Therefore, silent, yet determined, were they present in strong force, 
not in disrespect, not in defiance, but with that calm yet indomitable 
resolution to see for themselves that justice was done, that soldiers 
of no other than the Anglo-Saxon race could ever imitate, or that offi- 
cers, not American, could ever understand, appreciate, and even tacitly 
approve. 

The dead man had died instantly, not in the flush and glory of 
battle, but in the lonely, yet most honorable, discharge of the sacred 
duty of the sentinel. Murder most foul was his, and had he been well- 
nigh a pariah among them,—a man set apart from his kind,—the 
impulse of his fellow-soldiers would have been to see to it that his 
death at such a time and on such a duty went not unavenged. As it 
was, the man who lay there, already stiff and cold, was known among 
them as one of the bravest, brightest spirits of their whole array, a 
lad of birth probably more gentle than that of many an officer, of 
gifts of mind and character superior to those of not a few superiors, 
a fellow who had won their fellowship as easily as he had learned the 
duties of the soldier. 

A whole battalion in the regulars and dozens of gallant boys in the 
Idahos and North Dakotas knew Billy Benton and had been full of 
sympathy when he was picked up one night some three weeks previous, 
his head laid open by a powerful blow from some blunt instrument, 
bleeding and senseless. Even when released from hospital a fortnight 
later he was dazed and queer, was twice reported out of quarters over 
night and absent from roll-call, but was forgiven because of “ previous 
character,” and the belief that he was really not responsible for these 
soldier solecisms. 


A Story of Manila 895 


One thing seemed to worry him, and that was, as he admitted, that 
-he had been robbed of some papers that he valued. But he soon seemed 

“all right again,” said his fellows, at least to the extent of resuming 
duty, and when, clean-shaved and in his best attire, he marched on 
guard that glad October morning, they were betting on him for the 
first chevrons and speedy commission. 

All that his few intimates, the one or two who claimed mm know him, 
could be induced to admit was that his real name was not Benton, and 
that he had enlisted utterly against the wishes of his kindred. And 
so, regulars and volunteers alike, they thronged the open patio and all 
approaches thereto, and no officer would now suggest that that court 
be cleared. It was best that “Thinking Bayonets” should be there to 
hear and see for himself. . 

“No, indeed, don’t do anything of the kind!” said the General 
promptly when asked half-hesitatingly by the Captain of the guard 
whether he preferred to exclude the men. And in this unusual pres- 
ence the brief, straightforward examination went on. 

First to tell his tale was the Corporal of the second relief. He had 
posted his men between 8.30 and 8.45, Private Benton on Number 6 
at the corner of the Calle Real and Padre Faura. That post had been 
chosen for him as being not very far away from that of the guard, as 
the young “ feller” had not entirely recovered his strength, and the 
officer of the day had expressed some regret at his having so soon at- 
tempted to resume duty, but Benton had laughingly said that he was 
“all right” and he didn’t mean to have other men doing sentry go 
for him. 

“Soon after nine,” said the Corporal, “I went round warning all 
as directed by the officer of the guard. The officer of the guard him- 
self went round about that time personally cautioning the sentries. 
There was a good deal of fun and excitement just then down the street. 
Number 9 in the Calle Nueve had shot twice at some fleeing natives 
who nearly upset him as they dashed round the corner from the Bagum- 
bayan, and he had later mistaken Colonel Brent in his white suit for 
a Filipino and nervously fired. Numbers 7 and 8 in the side streets 
mistook the shooting for fire alarm, and Private Benton repeated, in 
accordance with his orders, but when I (the Corporal) saw him was 
laughing to kill himself over the Manila fire department.” 

Benton didn’t seem much impressed at first about the thief and 
the deserter, but towards 9,45, when the Corporal again visited his 
post and the streets were getting quiet, Benton said there were some 
natives in the second house across the way whose movements puzzled 
him. They kept coming to the front door and windows and peeping 
out at him. A patrol came along just then, searching alleyways and 
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yards, and they looked about. the premises, while he, Corporal Scott, 
started west on the Faura to warn Number 4, who was over towards 
the beach, arid while there Major MacNeil, the field officer of the day, 
came along, and after making inquiries as to what Number 4 had seen 
and heard and asking him his orders, he turned back to the Faura, 
Corporal Scott following. 

One block west of the Calle Real the Major stopped as though to 
listen to some sound he seemed to have heard in the dark street run- 
ning parallel with the Real, and then stepped into it as though to 
examine, so Scott followed, and almost instantly they heard a muffled 
report “like a pistol inside a blanket,” and hastening round into the 
Faura they found Benton lying on his face in the middle of the street, 
just at the corner of the Calle Real, stone dead. His rifle weed found 
in the gutter not twenty feet from him. 

Scott ran at once to the guard-house three blocks away and gave 
the alarm. Then the patrol said that a tall officer, running full speed, 
had passed them, and here the Provost-Marshal interposed with 

“Never mind what the patrol said. Just tell what you—the wit- 
ness—did next.” 

Scott continued that he and others with the Lieutenant, officer 
of the guard, ran back to Number 6’s post, and there stood the Major 
with the pistol. 

“When we asked should we search the yards and alleys the Major 
nodded, but the moment he heard the men telling about the running 
officer he gave the Lieutenant orders.” 

And again the Provost-Marshal said “ Never mind,” the Major 
would describe all that. + 

And the Major did. He corroborated what Corporal Scott had 
said, and then went on with what happened after Scott was sent to 
alarm the guard. Barring some opening of shutters and peering out 
on the part of the natives anxious to know the cause of the trouble, 
there was no further demonstration until Scott and others came run- 
ning back. But meanwhile something gleaming in the roadway—the 
Calle Real—about fifteen paces from the corner and up the street—to 
the north towards the Bagumbayan—and close to the sidewalk at- 
tracted his attention. 

He stepped thither and picked up—this revolver. By the electric 
light at the corner he saw that one chamber was empty. When the 
guard came on the run and he heard of the tall officer fleeing up towards 
the Bagumbayan, the direction in which the pistol lay, he sent Mr. 
Wharton—Lieutenant Wharton—with a patrol in pursuit. 

The inscription on the pistol revealed its ownership and caused cer- 
tain suspicions that warranted his action, he believed, in ordering the 
instant arrest of the officer if found. 
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Major MacNeil went on to say he “ had not yet made the acquaint- 
ance of Lieutenant Stuyvesant and did not actually know when he gave 
the order that it was Lieutenant Stuyvesant who ran up the street”— 
and here the Major was evidently in a painful position, but faced his 
duty like a man and told his story without passion or prejudice, de- 
spite the fact that he declared the murdered man to be one of the very 
best young fellows in the battalion and that he was naturally shocked 
and angered at his death. 

Then the name of Private Reilly was called, and a keen-featured 
little Irishman stepped forward. He was one of the patrol. Corporal 
Stamford, first relief, was in charge of it. They had been hunting as 
far over as the “ Knows-a-lady,” and on coming back Number 6 told 
them of some natives at the second house. Corporal Stamford posted 
him, Reilly, in the first yard near the street to head off any that tried 
to run out that way, in case they stirred up a mare’s nest, and took 
the other “ fellers” and went round by the front. Nothing came of 
it, but while they were beating up the yards and enclosures Reilly 
heard Benton challenge, and saw a tall officer come up to be recognized. 
They had some words,—the officer and the sentry,—he couldn’t tell 
what, but the officer spoke excited like, and all of a sudden jumped away 
and started as though to run, and Number 6 “hollered” after him, 
though Reilly didn’t clearly understand what was said. “At all events 
he made him come back, and it”—here Reilly seemed greatly em- 
barrassed and glanced about the room from face to face in search of 
help or sympathy—“ it seemed to kind of rile the officer. He acted 
like he wasn’t going to come back first off, and then the Corporal came 
along with the patrol and the officer had to wait while Stamford was 
recognized, and the boys was sayin’ Billy had a right to stand the Cor- 
poral off until the Lieutenant said ‘advance him.’ And we was laughin’ 
about it and sayin’ Billy wasn’t the boy to make any mistake about his 
orders, when we heard the Lieutenant come a-runnin’ swift down t’other 
side the street and then saw him scootin’ it for the open p’rade.” 

Did the witness recognize the officer ?—did he see him plainly? 

“Yes, the electric light was burnin’ at the corner, and he’d seen 
him several times driving by the ‘ bar’ks.’ ” 

Was the officer present ?—now ? 

“Yes,” and Reilly’s face reddened to meet the hue of his hair. 

Reluctantly, awkwardly, pathetically almost, for in no wise did iden- 
tification, as it happened, depend on his evidence, the little Irish lad 
turned till his eyes met those of Stuyvesant, sitting pale, calm, and 
collected by his General’s side, and while the eyes of all men followed 
those of Reilly they saw that so far from showing resentment or dismay, 
the young gentleman bowed gravely, reassuringly, as though he would 
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that no blame or reproach attached to him for the telling of what he 
had seen. 

Then Dr. Frank was called and he gave his brief testimony calmly 
and clearly. It was mainly about the pistol. He recognized it as one 
he had seen and examined the previous afternoon at Colonel Brent’s 
quarters on the San Luis. It was lying on a little table in the front 
veranda. He had closely examined it—could not be mistaken about 
it, and when he left it was still lying on that table. Who were present 
when he left? “Other than the immediate family, only Lieutenant 
Stuyvesant.” Had he again visited the Colonel’s that evening? He 
had. He returned an hour or so later to dine. The ladies had then 
left their seats in the veranda, and he noticed that the pistol was no 
longer on the table; presumed Miss Ray had taken it with her to her 
room and thought no more about it. As indicated by the inscription, 
the pistol was her property. 

Then Lieutenant Ray was called, but there was no response. In 
low tone the Assistant Provost-Marshal explained that the orderly sent 
to Paco with message for Lieutenant Ray returned with the reply 
that Mr. Ray had two days’ leave and was somewhere up-town. He 
as yet had not been found. 

A young officer of artillery volunteered the information that late 
the previous evening, somewhere about ten, Mr. Ray had called at the 
Cuartel de Meysic, far over on the north side. He was most anxious 
to find a soldier named Connelly, who, he said, was at the Presidio at 
the time the Lieutenant’s quarters were entered and robbed, and Lieu- 
tenant Abercrombie had taken Mr. Ray off in search of the soldier. 

Ray not appearing, the examination of Assistant Surgeon Brick 
began. Brick was the first medical officer to reach the scene of the 
murder. Benton was then stone dead, and brief examination showed 
the hole of a bullet of large calibre—probably pistol, 44—right over 
the heart. The coarse blue uniform shirt and the fine undergarment 
of Lisle thread showed by burn and powder-stain that the pistol had 
been held close to or even against the breast of the deceased. The 
bullet was lodged, he believed, under the shoulder-blade, but no post- 
mortem had yet been permitted, a circumstance the Doctor referred 
to regretfully, and it was merely his opinion, based on purely super- 
ficial examination, that death was instantaneous, the result of the gun- 
shot wound referred to. Dr. Brick further gave it as his professional 
opinion that post-mortem should be no longer delayed. 

And then at last came Stuyvesant’s turn to speak for himself, and 
in dead silence all men present faced him and listened with bated 
breath to his brief, sorrowful words. 

He was the officer halted by the sentry on Number 6 and called 
upon to come back. The sentry did not catch his name and had to 
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have it spelled. He frankly admitted his impatience, but denied all — 


anger at the enforced detention. The information about the fire at 
Colonel Brent’s had caused him anxiety and alarm, and as soon as 
released by the sentry he had run, had passed the patrol on the run, 
but there had been no altercation, no misunderstanding even. The 
sentry had carried out his orders in a soldierly way that compelled the 


admiration of the witness, and before leaving him Stuyvesant had told’ 


him that he had done exactly right. The news that the sentry was found 
dead five minutes thereafter was a shock. Lieutenant Stuyvesant de- 
clared he carried no fire-arms whatever that night and was utterly 
innocent of the sentry’s death. He recognized, he said, the revolver 
exhibited by Major MacNeil. He did not hesitate to admit that he 
had seen and examined it late the previous afternoon at the quarters 
of Colonel Brent, that he had actually put it in his trousers’ pocket 
not two minutes before he left the house to go in search of Lieutenant 
Ray, but he solemnly declared that as he left the veranda he placed 
the pistol on a little table just to the right of the broad entrance to 
the salon, within that apartment, and never saw it again until it was 
produced here. 

Frank, candid, “open and aboveboard” as was the manner of the 
witness, it did not fail to banish in great measure the feeling of an- 
tagonism that had first existed against him in the crowded throng. 
But in the cold logic of the law and the chain of circumstantial evi- 
dence they plainly saw that every statement, even that of Stuyvesant 
himself, bore heavily against him. A lawyer, had he been represented 
hy counsel, would have permitted no such admissions as he had made. 
A gentleman, unschooled in the law, preferred the frank admission 
to the distress of seeing Mrs. Brent—and perhaps others—called into 
that presence to testify to his having had the pistol with him when 
he left the gallery. 

Brent in his bewilderment had blurted out his wife’s words in the 
hearing of the Provost-Marshal’s people late the night before, and he 
and his household were yet to be called, and when called would have 
to say that though they passed and possibly repassed through the salon 
between the moment of Stuyvesant’s departure and that of their going 
out to dinner, not one of their number noticed even so bright and 
gleaming an object as Maidie’s revolver. True, the lights were not 
brilliant in the salon. True, the little table stood back against the 
wall five or six feet from the door-way. Still, that pistol was a promi- 
nent object, and a man must have been in extraordinary haste indeed 
to leave a loaded weapon “lying round loose” in the hall. 

That was the way “ Thinking Bayonets” argued it, and soldiers by 
the score crowding the sidewalk and entrance and unable to force their 
way in, or even to make room for a most importunate female struggling 
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on the outskirts, hung on the words of an orderly who, despatched in 
further search of Lieutenant Ray, was forcing a way out. 

“How is it going?” said he. “Why, that young feller’s just as 
good as hanging himself. He admits having had the pistol that did 
the business.” 

Ten minutes later a Filipino servant went to answer an imperative 
rap at the panel in the massive door of No. 199 Calle San Luis. Dr. 
Frank had been early to see his patient, and had enjoined upon Mrs. 
Brent and Miss Porter silence as to last night’s tragedy. Not until she 
was stronger was Miss Ray to be allowed to know of the murder of 
Private Benton. “ By that time,” said he, “ we shall be able to clear up 
this—mystery—I hope.” 

The Colonel had gone round to the police-station. Mrs. Donit, 
nervous and unhappy, had just slipped out for ten seconds, as she said to 
Miss Porter, to see an old army chum and friend who lived only three 
doors away. Miss Porter, who had been awake hours of the night, had 
finally succeeded, as she believed, in reading Maidie to sleep, and then, 
stretching herself upon the bamboo couch across the room, was, the 
next thing she knew, aroused by voices. 

Sandy Ray had entered so noiselessly that she had not heard, but 
Maidie had evidently been expecting him. In low, earnest tone he 
. was telling the result of his search the night before. She heard the 
words 

“Connelly is down with some kind of fever in hospital and hasn’t 
seen or heard anything of any one even faintly resembling Foster. 
Then I found your old friend the brakeman. General Vinton has got 
him a good place in the quartermaster’s department, and he tells me 
he knows nothing, has seen and heard nothing. Now I’m going to 
division head-quarters to find Stuyvesant.” 

“ And then,” said Miss Porter, “ my heart popped up into my throat 
and I sprang from the sofa!” But too late. An awful, rasping voice 
at the door-way stilled the soft Kentucky tones and filled the room with 
dread. 

“Then you’ve no time to lose, young man. It’s high time some- 
body besides me set out to help him. That other young man you call 
Foster lies dead at the police-station,—killed by your pistol, Miss Ray, 
and Mr. Stuyvesant goes to jail for it.” 


XVII. 


BEnTon’s murder was certainly the sensation of the week in Manila, 
for there were features connected with the case that made it still more . 
perplexing, even mysterious. 

Major Farquhar, who must have seen young Foster frequently at 
Fort Averill, had been sent to survey the harbor of Iloilo and could not 
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be reached in time, but Dr. Frank, called in course of the day to identify 
the remains, long and carefully studied the calm, waxen features of the 
dead soldier, and said with earnest conviction: 

_ “This is undoubtedly the young man who appeared at Colonel 
Brent’s and whom I sought to question, but who seemed to take alarm 
at once and, with some confused apology, backed away. He was dressed 
very neatly in the best white drilling sack-coat and trousers as made 
in Manila, with a fine straw hat and white shoes and gloves, but he 
had a fuzzy beard all over his face then, and his manner was nervous 
and excitable. His eyes alone showed that he was unstrung, bodily 
and mentally. I set him down for a crank or some one just picking 
up from serious illness. The city is full of new-comers, and as yet 
no one knows how many strangers have recently come to town. I saw 
him only that once in a dim light, but am positive in this identifi- 
cation.” 

Two or three non-commissioned officers of Benton’s regiment were 
examined. Their stories were concise and to the point. The young 
soldier had come with the recruits from San Francisco along late in 
_ August. He was quiet, well-mannered, attended strictly to his own 
business, and was eager to learn everything about his duties. They 
“sized him up” as a young man of education and good family who 
hadn’t influence enough to get a commission and so had enlisted to 
win it. He had money, but no bad habits. He helped in the office with . 
the regimental papers, and could have been excused from all duty and 
made clerk, but wouldn’t be. He said he’d help whenever they wanted 
him, but he didn’t wish to be excused from guard or drills or patrol 
or picket—said he wanted to learn all there was in it. Even the rough 
fellows in the ranks couldn’t help liking him. He had a pleasant word 
for everybody that didn’t bother him with questions. He made one or 
two acquaintances, but kept mostly to himself; never got any letters 
from America, but there were two from Hong Kong, perhaps more. If 
he wrote letters himself, he posted them in town. They never went with © 
the company mail from the cuartel. Everybody seemed to know that 
Benton wasn’t his own name, but that was nothing. The main thing 
queer about him was that he got a pass whenever he could and went 
by himself, most generally out to Paco, were the cavalry were, yet 
he said he didn’t know anybody there. It was out Paco way on the 
Calzada Herran, close to the corner of the Singalon road, the patrol 
picked him up with his head laid open, and he’d been flighty pretty 
much ever since and troubled about being robbed. Seemed all right 
again, however, when reporting for duty, and perfectly sane and straight 
then. 

Two very bright young soldiers, Clarke and Hunter, were called in 
for their statements. They, too, had enlisted in a spirit of patriotism 
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and desire for adventure; never knew Benton till the voyage was nearly 
over, then they seemed to drift together, as it were, and kept up their 
friendship after reaching Manila. Benton was not his real name, and 
he was not a graduate of any American college. He had been educated 
abroad and spoke French and German. No, they did not know what 
university he attended. He was frank and pleasant so long as nobody 
tried to probe into his past; never heard him mention Lieutenant 
Stuyvesant. All three of them, Benton, Clarke, and Hunter, had ob- 
served that young officer during the month as he drove by barracks, 
sometimes with the General, sometimes alone, but they did not know 
his name, and nothing indicated that Benton had any feeling against 
him or that he had seen him. They admitted having conveyed the 
idea to comrades that they knew more about Benton than they would 
tell, but it was a “bluff.” Everybody was full of speculation and 
curiosity, and—well, just for the fun of the thing, they “let on,” as 
they said, that they were in his confidence, but they weren’t, leastwise 
to any extent. They knew he had money, knew he went off by him- 
self, and warned him to keep a look-out or he’d be held up and robbed 
some night. 

The only thing of any importance they had to tell was that one day, 
just before his misfortune, Benton was on guard and posted as sentry 
over the big Krupps in the Spanish battery at the west end of the 
Calle San Luis. Clarke and Hunter had a kodak between them and a — 
consuming desire to photograph those guns. The sentries previously 
posted there refused to let them come upon the parapet,—said it was 
“?gainst orders.” Benton said that unless positive orders were given to 
him to that effect, he would not interfere. So they got a pass on the 
same day and Benton easily got that post,—men didn’t usually want 
it, it was such a bother,—but, unluckily, with the post Benton got the 
very orders they dreaded. So when they would have made the attempt 
he had to say no. They came away crestfallen, and stumbled on two 
sailor-looking men who, from the shelter of a heavy stone revetment 
wall, were peering with odd excitement of manner at Benton, who was 
again marching up and down his narrow post, a very soldierly figure. 

“That young feller drove you back, did he?” inquired one of them, 
a burly, thick-set, hulking man of middle height. “ Puttin’ on con- 
siderable airs, ain’t he? What’s he belong to?” 

“th Infantry,” answered Clarke shortly, not liking the stranger’s 
looks, words, or manner, and then pushed on; but the stranger fol- 
lowed, out of sight of the sentry now, and wanted to continue the con- 
versation. 

“Sure he ain’t in the cavalry?” asked the same man. 

“ Cocksure!” was the blunt reply. “ What’s it to you, anyhow?” 

“Oh, nothin’; thought I’d seen him before. Know his name?” 
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“ Name’s Benton, far as I know. Come on, Hunter,” said Clarke, 
obviously unwilling to stay longer in such society, and little more was 
thought of it for the time being; but now the Provost-Marshal’s assist- 
ant wished further particulars. Was there anything unusual about 
the questioner’s teeth? And a hundred men looked up in surprise and 
suddenly rearoused interest. 

“Yes, sir,” said Clarke, “one tooth was missing, upper jaw, next 
the big eye-tooth,” and as the witness stood down the General and the 
questioning officer beamed on each other and smiled. 

An adjournment was necessitated during the early afternoon. Lieu- 
tenant Ray’s statement was desired, also that of Private Connelly of 
the artillery, and an effort had been made through the officers of the 
cavalry at Paco to find some of the recruits who were of the detach- 
ment now quite frequently referred to in that command as “ the singed 
cats.” But it transpired that most of them had been assigned to troops 
of their regiment not yet sent to Manila, only half the regiment being 
on duty—foot duty at that—in the Philippines. The only man among 
them who had travelled with Foster from Denver as far as Sacramento 
was the young recruit, Mellen. He was on outpost, but would be 
relieved and sent to Ermita as quickly as possible. 

Connelly, said the surgeon at the Cuartel de Meysic, was too ill 
to be sent thither, unless on a matter of vital importance, and Sandy 
Ray, hastening from Maidie’s bedside in response to a summons, was 
met by the tidings that a recess had been ordered, and that he would 
be sent for again when needed. 


It was after three that witnesses of consequence came up for ex- 
amination. Dr. Brick had got the floor and was pleading for post- 
mortem at once. In this climate and under such conditions decompo- 
sition would be so rapid, said he, that “by to-morrow his own mother 
couldn’t recognize him.” But the Provost-Marshal drawled that he 
didn’t see that further mutilation would promote the possibility of 
recognition, and Brick was set aside. 

It was a quarter to four when young Mellen was bidden to tell 
whether he knew, and what he knew of, the deceased, and all men 
hushed their very breath as the lad was conducted to the blanket- 
shrouded form under the overhanging gallery in the open patio. The 
hospital steward slowly turned down the coverlet, and Mellen, well- 
nigh as pallid as the corpse, was bidden to look. Look he did, long and 
earnestly. The little weights that some one had placed on the eye- 
lids were lifted; the soft hair had been neatly brushed; the lips were 
gently closed; the delicate, clear-cut features wore an expression of 
infinite peace and rest; and Mellen slowly turned and, facing the 
official group at the neighboring table, nodded. 
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“You think you recognize the deceased?” came the question. 
“Tf so, what was his name?” 

“T think so, yes, sir. It’s Foster—at least, that’s what I heard it 
was.” 

“Had you ever known him ?—to speak to?” 

“He was in the same detachment on the train. Don’t know as 
I ever spoke to him, sir,” was the answer. 

“ But you think you know him by sight? Where did you first notice 
him ?” 

“Think it was Ogden, sir. I didn’t pay much attention before 
that. A man called Murray knew him and got some money from him. 
That’s how I came to notice him. The rest of us hadn’t any to 
speak of.” 

“Ever see him again to speak to or to notice particularly after 
you left Ogden? Did he sit near you?” was the somewhat caustic 
query. 

“No, sir, only just that once.” 

“ But you are sure this is the man you saw at Ogden ?” 

Mellen turned uneasily, unhappily, and looked again into the still 
and placid face. That meeting was on a glaring day in June. This 
was a clouded afternoon in late October and nearly five months had 
slipped away. Yet he had heard the solemn story of the murder and 
had never, up to now, imagined there could be a doubt. In mute 
patience the sleeping face seemed appealing to him to speak for it, 
to own it, to stand between it and the possibility of its being buried 
friendless, unrecognized. 

“It’s—it’s him or his twin brother, sir,” said Mellen. 

“One question more. Had you heard before you came here who 
was killed ?” 

“Yes, sir. They said it was Foster.” 

And now, with pencils swiftly plying, several young civilians were 
edging to the door. 

James Farnham was called, and a sturdy young man, with keen, 
weather-beaten face, stepped into the little open space before the table. 
Three fingers were gone from the hand he instinctively held up, as 
though expecting to be sworn. His testimony was decidedly a disap- 
pointment. Farnham said that he was brakeman of that train and 
would know some of that squad of recruits anywhere, but this one, 
—well, he remembered talking to one man at Ogden, a tall, fine-looking 
young feller something very like this one. This might have been him 
or it might not. He couldn’t even be sure that this was one of the 
party. He really didn’t know. But there was a chap called Murray 
that he’d remember easy enough anywhere. 

It was utterly unnecessary, said certain bystanders, to question any 
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more members of the guard, but the Provost-Marshal did, and not 
until 4.30 did he deign to send for the most important witness of all, 
the brother of the young girl to whom the deceased had been so de- 
votedly attached. They had not long to wait, for Sandy Ray happened 
to be almost at the door. 

The throng seemed to take another long breath, and then to hold 
it as, the few preliminaries answered, Mr. Ray was bidden to look at 
the face of the deceased. Pale, composed, yet with infinite sadness 
of mien, the young officer, campaign hat in hand, stepped over to the 
trestle, and the steward again slowly withdrew the light covering, again 
exposing that placid face. 

The afternoon sunshine was waning. The bright glare of the mid- 
day hours had given place within the enclosure to the softer, almost 
shadowy light of early eve. Ray had but just come in from the street 
without where the slanting sunbeams bursting through the clouds beat 
hot upon the dazzling walls, and his eyes had not yet become accustomed 
to the change. Reverently, pityingly, he bent and looked upon the 
features of the dead. An expression, first of incredulity, then of sur- 
prise, shot over his face. 

He closed his eyes a second as though to give them strength for 
sterner test, and then, bending lower, once more looked; carefully stud- 
ied the forehead, eyebrows, lashes, mouth, nose, and hair, then, straight- 
ening up, he slowly faced the waiting room and said,— 

“T never set eyes on this man in my life before to-day.” 


XVIII. 


To say that Mr. Ray’s abrupt announcement was a surprise to the 
dense throng of listeners is putting it mildly. To say that it was received 
with incredulity on part of the soldiery, and concern, if not keen ap- 
prehension, by old friends of Sandy’s father who were present, is but 
a faint description of the effect of the lad’s emphatic statement. 

To nine out of ten among the assembly the young officer was a total 
stranger. To more than nine out of ten the identification of the dead 
as Walter Foster, Maidie Ray’s luckless lover, was already complete, 
and many men who have made up their minds are incensed at those 
who dare to differ from them. 

True, Mr. Stuyvesant had said that the sentry, Number 6, did not 
remind him except in stature, form, and possibly in features, of the 
recruit he knew as Foster on the train. He did not speak like him. 
But, when closely questioned by the legal adviser of the Provost- 
Marshal’s department, the officer who conducted most of the examina- 
tion with much of the manner of a prosecuting attorney, Mr. Stuyve- 
sant admitted that he had only seen Foster once to speak to, and that 
was at night in the dim light of the Sacramento station on what might 
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be called the off-side of the train, where the shadows were heavy, and 
while the face of the young soldier was partially covered with a band- 
age. Yet Vinton attached importance to his aide-de-camp’s opinion, 
and when Ray came out flat-footed, as it were, in support of Stuyve- 
sant’s views, the General was visibly gratified. 

But, except for these very few, Ray had spoken to unbelieving 
ears. Sternly the military lawyer took him in hand and began to 
probe. No need to enter into details. In ten minutes the indignant © 
young gentleman, who never in his life had told a lie, found himself 
the target of ten score of hostile eyes, some wrathful, some scornful, 
some contemptuous, some insolent, some only derisive, but all, save 
those of a few silently observant officers, threatening or at least inimical. 

Claiming first that he knew Walter Foster well (and, indeed, it 
seemed to him he did, for his mother’s letters to the Big Horn ranch 
had much to say of Maidie’s civilian admirer, though Maidie herself 
could rarely be induced to speak of him), Ray was forced to admit 
that he had met him only twice or thrice during a brief and hurried 
visit to Fort Averill to see his loved ones before they moved to Fort 
Leavenworth, and then he owned he paid but little attention to the 
sighing swain. Questioned as to his opportunities of studying and 
observing Foster, Sandy had been constrained to say that he hadn’t 
observed him closely at all. He “didn’t want to—exactly.” They 
first met, it seems, in saddle. The winter weather was glorious at 
Averill. ‘They had a fine pack of hounds; coursing for jack-rabbit 
was their favorite sport, and, despite the fact that Foster had a beau- 
tiful and speedy horse, “his seat was so poor and his hand so jerky 
he never managed to get up to the front,” said Sandy. 

It was not brought out in evidence, but the fact was that Sandy 
could never be got to look on Foster with the faintest favor as a suitor 
for his sister’s hand. A fellow who could neither ride, shoot, nor 
spar—whose accomplishments were solely of the carpet and perhaps 
the tennis-court—the boy had no use for. He and Maidie rode as 
though born to the saddle. He had seen Foster in an English riding- 
suit and English saddle and an attempt at the English seat, but de- 
cidedly without the deft English hand on his fretting hunter’s mouth 
the one day that they appeared in field together, and the sight was too 
much for Sandy. That night at dinner, and the later dance, Foster’s 
perfection of dress and manner only partially redeemed him in Sandy’s 
eyes, and—well—really, that was about all he ever had seen of Foster. 

. Questioned as to his recollection of Foster’s features, stature, etc., 
Sandy did his best, and only succeeded in portraying the deceased 
almost to the life. Except, he said, Foster had long, thick, curving 
eyelashes, and “this man hasn’t”—but it was remembered that brows 
and lashes both were singed off in the fire, so that point failed. Ques- 
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tioned as to whether he realized that his description tallied closely with 
the appearance of the deceased, Sandy said that that all might be, but 
still “this isn’t Foster.” Questioned as to whether, if the deceased 
were again to have the color and action,—the life that Foster had a 
year ago,—might not the resemblance to Foster be a ?—Sandy 
simply “ couldn’t tell.” 

Nearly an hour was consumed in trying to convince him he must 
or at least might be mistaken, but to no purpose. He mentioned a 
card photograph of Foster in ranch costume that would convince the 
gentlemen, he thought, that there was no such very strong resemblance, 
and a note was written to Miss Porter asking her to find and send the 
picture in question. It came, a cabinet photo of a tall, slender, well- 
built young fellow with dark eyes and brows and thick, curving lashes, 
and oval, attractive face, despite its boyishness, and nine men out of ten 
who saw and compared it with the face of the dead declared it looked 
as though it had been taken for the latter perhaps a year or so agone. 
Ray had hurt his own case, and, when excused to return to his sister’s 
side, went forth into the gathering twilight stricken with the conscious- 
ness that he was believed to have lied in hopes of averting scandal from 
that sister’s name. 

And on the morrow with that post-mortem, so insisted on by Brick, 
no longer delayed, the dead again lay mutely awaiting the final action 
of the civil-military authorities, and to the surprise of the officers and 
guards, before going to the daily routine that kept him from early 
morn till late at night in his beleaguered office, Drayton came and bowed 
his gray head and gazed with sombre eyes into the sleeping features 
now before him. 

A pinched and tired look was coming over the waxen face that had 
been so calm and placid, as though in utter weariness over this senseless 
delay. Drayton had been told of young Ray’s almost astounding decla- 
ration, and officers of the law half expected him to make some adverse 
comment thereon, but he did not. Alert correspondents, amazed to 
see the corps commander at such a place and so far from the Ayun- 
tamiento, surrounded him as he would have retaken his seat in his car- 
riage, and clamored for something as coming from him in the way of 
an expression of opinion, which, with grave courtesy, the General 
declined to give, but could not prevent appearing a week later in a 
thousand papers and in a dozen different forms—ferried over to Hong 
Kong by the Shogun or some other ship, and cabled thence to waiting 
Christendom. 

Drayton had his own reasons for wishing to see the remains, then 
Vinton, and later Ray, and as his movements were closely followed, the 
wits of the correspondent were sorely taxed. But the examination 
was to be resumed at nine. A rumor was running wild that Miss Ray 
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herself was to be summoned to appear, and Drayton had to be dropped 
in favor of a more promising sensation. 

It began with dreary surgical technicalities. The heavy bullet 
had traversed the ascending aorta “near its bifurcation,” said Brick, 
who, though only an autopsical adjunct, was permitted to speak for 
his associates. Death, said he, had resulted from shock and was proba- 
bly instantaneous. No other cause could be attributed. No other 
wound was discovered. No marks of scuffle except “some unimportant 
scratches” on the shoulder. The bullet was found to weigh exactly the 
same as those of the unexploded cartridges in poor Maidie’s prized re- 
volver, and though Brick would gladly have kept the floor and told very 
much more, the Provost-Marshal as gladly got rid of him, for, despite 
the unwillingness of the medical officers at the Cuartel de Meysic, Con- 
nelly had been trundled down to Ermita in a springy ambulance and 
was patiently awaiting his turn. 

The moment his coming was announced, Connelly was ushered in 
and Brick shut off short. 2. 

A nurse and doctor were with the sturdy little Irishman, and he ~ 
needed but brief instruction as to what was wanted. Taken to the tres- 
tle and bidden to look upon the face of the deceased and say, if he could, 
who it was, Connelly looked long and earnestly, and then turned feebly 
but calmly to the attentive array. 

“If it wasn’t that this looks much thinner,” said he, “I’d say it 
was a man who ’listed with our detachment at Denver last June, about 
the first week. The name was Foster. He disappeared somewhere 
between Sacramento and Oakland, and I never saw him again.” — 

Questioned as to whether there was any mark by which the recruit 
could be known, Connelly said that he was present when Foster was 
physically examined, and he never saw a man with a whiter skin; 
there wasn’t a mark on him anywhere then that he could remember. 
Bidden to tell what he knew of Foster, the young artilleryman was given 
a seat, and somewhat feebly proceeded. Foster was bound to enlist, 
he said, was of legal age and looked it; gave his full name, his home 
and business; said he owned a ranch down in New Mexico near Fort 
Averill; didn’t know enough to go in for a commission and was deter- 
mined to enlist and serve as a private soldier in the cavalry. He had good 
clothes and things that he put in a trunk and expressed back to Averill, . 
keeping only a valise full of underwear, etc., but that was burned up 
on the car afterwards. Two days later, before they started for the 
West, a man who said his name was Murray came to the rendezvous 
and asked for Foster, who was then being drilled. A detachment was 
to start the next day, and anybody could see that Foster wasn’t glad to 
welcome Murray by any means, but on that very evening Murray said 
that he too wished to enlist and go with his “friend.” He squeezed 
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through the physical examination somehow, and they took him along, 
though nobody liked his looks. 

Then Connelly told what he could of the fire and of Foster’s sub- 
sequent disappearance, also of Murray and Murray’s misconduct. "They 
asked Connelly about Lieutenant Stuyvesant, and here Connelly waxed 
almost eloquent, certainly enthusiastic, in Stuyvesant’s praise. Some- 
body went so far, however, as to ask whether he had ever seen any mani- 
festation of ill-will between Stuyvesant and Recruit Foster, whereat 
Connelly looked astonished, seemed to forget his fever, and to show 
something akin to indignation. : 

“No, indeed!” said he. There was nothing but good-will of the 
heartiest kind everywhere throughout the detachment except for that 
one blackguard, Murray. They all felt most grateful to the Lieutenant, 
and so far as he knew they’d all do most anything for him, all except 
Murray, but he was a tough, he was a biter, and here the sick man 
feebly uplifted his hand and pointed to the bluish-purple marks’ at 
the base of the thumb. 

“ Murray did that,” said Connelly simply. “He was more like a 
beast than a man.” 

But the examiners did not seem interested in Murray. General 
Vinton, who had again entered and was a close listener, and was ob- 
served to be studying the witness closely, presently beckoned to one 
of the doctors and said a word in undertone to him. The medico shook 
his head. There was a lull in the proceedings a moment. Connelly 
was too sick a man to be kept there long, and his doctor plainly showed 
his anxiety to get him away. The crowd too wanted him to go. He 
had told nothing especially new except that Murray and Foster were 
acquainted, and Murray enlisted because Foster had. 

“ Everybody” said by this time this must be Foster’s body. What 
“everybody” wanted was to get Connelly out of the way now, then 
perhaps—another fever patient might be summoned, for they couldn’t 
expect to keep those remains another day. There was widespread, if 
unspoken, hope among the score of correspondents that the Provost- 
Marshal would feel that he must summon Miss Ray. 

But before the examiners could decide there came an unexpected 
scene. Vinton went over, bent, and whispered to the Provost-Marshal, 
who looked up, nodded, and glanced towards the witness, sitting flushed 
and heavy-eyed, but patient, across the room. Vinton was plainly ask- 
ing something, and to the manifest displeasure of many of the crowd 
the little Irishman was again accosted. 

“You say Murray was a biter, and bit you so that the marks last 
to this day. Did you take note of any peculiarity in his teeth?” 

“Yes, sir. One of ’em was gone near the front, right-hand side, 
next to the big yellow eye-tooth.” 
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“ Would that make a peculiar mark on human flesh?” 

“Yes, sir,” answered Connelly, holding up his hand again and 
showing the scar, now nearly five months old. 

“ Steward,” said the officer placidly, “ uncover the shoulders there 
and let Connelly look at the mark Dr. Brick referred to.” 

Connelly did. He studied the purplish discolorations in the milky 
skin, and excitement, not altogether febrile, suddenly became manifest 
in his hot, flushed face. Then he held forth one hand, palm upper- 
most, eagerly compared the ugly scars at the base of the thumb with 
the faint marks on the broad, smooth shoulder, and turned back to the 
darkening room. With hand uplifted he cried: 

“ Major,”—and now he was trembling with mingled weakness and 
eagerness,—“ I know that man Murray was following this young feller 
to squeeze money out of him, and when he couldn’t get it by threats, 
he tried by force. He’s followed him clear to Manila, and that’s his 
mark sure’s this is !—sure’s there’s a God in heaven !” 

XIX. 

“Ir was December when once again Maid Marion was lifted to 
her lounging-chair overlooking the Bagumbayan, and little by little 
began picking up once more the threads that were so nearly severed 
for all time, and as health and strength slowly returned, hearing the 
tidings of the busy, bustling world about her. 

Others too had known anxiety as sore as that which had so lined 
the face of Colonel Ray and trebled the silver in the soft hair of Marion, 
his wife. Well-nigh distracted, a mother sped across the continent te 
the Pacific, there to await the coming of her son’s remains. 

From the night of Walter Foster’s disappearance at Carquinez no 
word of his existence came to give her hope, no trace of his movements 
until, late in August, there was brought to her the cabled message: 

“Alive, well, but in trouble. Have written.” 

And this was headed Yokohama. Not until October did that 
longed-for, prayed-for letter come,—a selfish letter, since it gave no 
really adequate excuse for the long weeks of silence, and only told that 
the boy had been in hiding, almost in terror of his life. While still 
dazed by the shock of the fire and smarting from his burns, wrote 
Walter, he had wandered from the cars at Port Costa. He had en- 
countered “most uncongenial persons,” he said, among the recruits, 
and never realizing that it was desertion, war-time desertion at that, 
had determined to get back to Sacramento and join some other com- 
mand. Yes. There was another reason, but one “mother couldn’t 
appreciate.” Unknown to all but one of his comrades on the train, 
he had abundant money, realized from the sale of horses and cattle 
at the ranch. It was in a buckskin belt about his waist, and this 
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money bought him “ friends” who took him by water to Sacramento, 
found him secret lodgings, procured suitable clothing, and later spir- 
ited him off to San Francisco. 

But these money-bought friends showed the cloven hoof, threat- 
ened to give him over to the military authorities to be tried for his life 
unless he would pay a heavy sum. They had him virtually a prisoner. 
He could only stir abroad at night, and then in company with his 
jailers. : 

There was a man, he wrote, who had a grudge against him, a man 
discharged from the ranch, who followed him to Denver and enlisted 
in the same party, a man he was most anxious to get rid of, and 
the first thing he knew that fellow, whom he supposed had gone on 
to Manila, turned up in disguise and joined forces with his tor- 

“mentors. That drove him to desperation, nerved him to one sublime 
effort, and one night he broke away and ran. He was fleet of foot, 
they were heavy with drink, and he dodged them among the wharves 
and piers, took refuge on a coast steamer, and found himself two days 
later at Portland. 

Here he bethought him of an old friend, and succeeded in finding 
a man he well knew he could trust, despite his mother’s old dislike 
for him, a man who knew his whole past, of his desertion, of his dan- 
ger,—a man who was himself about enlisting for service in the Philip- 
pines, and who persuaded him that his surest way to win exemption 
from punishment was to hasten after the detachment, beat it, if pos- 
sible, to Manila, and join it there at his own expense. | 

He still had some hundreds left. They went to San Francisco, 
where Walter took steamer at once for Honolulu to await there the 
coming of the recruit detachment. The infantry finally came, his 
friend with them, but no sign of more cavalry. To Walter’s dismay 
he had seen among the passengers landed from the Doric the disguised 
rough whom, as Sackett, he had so unfavorably known before, who as 
Murray had followed him into the army. It would never do to fall 
into his clutches again: the man would betray him instantly. Walter — 
kept in hiding until he heard that Sackett was accused of stabbing a 
staff officer of General Vinton and had fled the island. 

Tater, when the next troop-ship came, bringing his friend with it, 
he again took counsel. As the lad had fully admitted, his friend was 
the same old chum of Freiburg days—the friend to whom his parents 
had so much objected. The fortunes of war had thrown them together, 
Willard as impecunious as ever, and the Damon and Pythias, the Orestes 
and Pylades, the two Ajaxes of the old days were in close and intimate 
touch once more, Damon, as of old, the banker for the twain. The 
troop-ships were to proceed as soon as coaled. There were reasons now 
why Walter wished to stay in Honolulu, but Willard urged his moving 
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at once on to Hong Kong and there awaiting the result of his nego- 
tiations at Manila. At Hong Kong it was his hope to receive the word 
“Come over. All is well,” and, finally, as his funds would soon run 
out, he closed his letter with the request that his mother cable him five 
hundred dollars through the Hong Kong and Shanghai Bank. 

The money she cabled at once, then in dread she had wired Colonel 
Martindale, who was gadding about with old army chums when most 
she needed him at home, and that gentleman, with a sigh, again went 
sisterward, saying he knew the boy was sure to turn up to torment him, 
and wondering what on earth young Hopeful had done now. He looked 
grave enough when he read the letter, asked for time to communicate 
confidentially with a chum at Washington, and was awaiting reply when 
all on a sudden the papers came out with the startling despatch telling 
of the murder of Private Walter Foster while on his post as sentry 
at Manila, and then came weeks of woe. 

Despite Drayton’s cable from Manila that the identification of the 
remains was not conclusive to him, at least, Mrs. Foster was convinced 
that the murdered lad was her only boy, and all because of that heart- 
less flirt, that designing—that demoniac army girl who had bewitched 
him and then brought his blood upon her own head. 

“Tf it wasn’t Walter who lies there slain by assassin rival, the in- 
nocent victim of that creature’s hideous vanity, would I not have heard 
from him? Do you suppose my blessed boy would not instantly have 
cabled to tell me he was alive if he wasn’t dead?” And, indeed, that 
was a hard question to answer. | 

And so the remains of Private Willard Benton, that had been viewed 
by many a genuinely sorrowing comrade and stowed away with solemn 
military honors in a vault at Paco Cemetery, were sealed up as best 
they could do it at Manila, and, though unconvinced as to their identity 
despite the convictions of others in authority, the commanding General 
yielded to cables from the War Department and ordered their shipment 
to San Francisco. They were out of sight of all signals from Corregi- 
dor when Martindale’s cable came suggesting search for Private Benton 
Willard. 

Zenobia Perkins sniffed contemptuously and scoffed malignantly 
when told that the doubting Thomases were gaining ground and num- 
bers, that though Mr. Stuyvesant might be brought to trial for killing 
a man, it would not be for killing Foster until more was ascertained 
regarding the actual victim. Private Connelly, recovered from his 
fever, was forever hunting up Farnham, the brakeman, and devising 
schemes for the capture of that blackguard Murray. Day and night, 
he maintained that Murray was the man who had accosted Clarke and 
Hunter at the battery, that it was probably he who, with his pals, had 
waylaid and robbed the lone recruit returning from his quest in East 
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Paco, that it was he who must have struggled with him before firing 
the fatal shot; but not a trace of Murray or his sailor mates could the 
secret service agents find, and matters were in this most unsatisfactory 


state when at the end of November came the Queen of the Fleet, de-. 


spatched several weeks before to fetch along the troops “ sidetracked” 
at Honolulu, just as the commanding General and his chief surgeon 
were in Consultation as to what on earth to do with Zenobia Perkins— 
the woman had become a public nuisance. 

“You compel me to remain against my will because I’m an indis- 
pensable witness,” said she to the saturnine Adjutant-General, beyond 
whom she never now succeeded in passing. She was volubly berating 
him, to his grim amusement, when the lattice doors from the corridor 
swung open and two officers entered. 

For nearly two minutes they stood waiting for a break in her tem- 
pestuous flow of words, but as none came, the senior impatiently stepped 
forward and the Adjutant-General, looking up, sprang from his chair 
just as the Chief himself came hurrying out from the sanctum sanc- 
torum and greeted the new-comers with cordially clasping hands. The 
lady too had risen. 

“ Well, I shall have to interrupt you gentlemen,” said she, “ for my 
business won’t keep if you propose to keep me. I want to know right 
here and now, General Drayton, whether I’m to get my pay or not; if 
not, I don’t propose to wait another day in Manila, and you can get 
out of the scrape the best way you know how. No one here but me could 
swear that young man Foster was dead, and you know it.” 

“ You’ve sworn to what isn’t so, madame,” interposed the new ar- 
rival placidly. “ Here’s that young man Foster!” and as he spoke the 
lattice doors again swung open, and, very pale, a tall youth in civilian 
dress was ushered in, at sight of whom Major Farquhar fairly shouted. 


“How'd I get him?” said the new-comer five minutes later. 
“Found him aboard the Coptic when she met us as we were pulling 
out from Honolulu. He was going back to the States. Left Hong 
Kong before the story was published. Didn’t want to come, of course, 
but had to.” 

“ Wasn’t there time to write his mother? They surely would have 
cabled, and the Coptic must have got into San Francisco a week ago.” 

“Certainly. Letter was sent right on by the steamer, addressed to 
Cincinnati.” 

“© Lord!” said Drayton. “And she was at ’Frisco all the time. 
Colonel,” he added to his chief-of-staff, “what’s the first transport 
home ?” 

“ Zealandia, sir; to-morrow.” 

“Sorry for the Zealandia, but Zenobia must go with her.” 

VoL. LXV.—58 
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Water Foster’s mother learned by cable that the remains she 
awaited, and that reached port almost the day she got the despatch, 
were not those of her only son, but of one who had practically died for 
him. And even in the joy of that supreme moment the woman in her 
turned, after all, in pity to weep for the motherless lad who had been 
her boy’s warmest friend in his hours of doubt and darkness and de- 
spair. 

A weak vessel was “ Wally,” as Farquhar had intimated, and so 
easily cowed and daunted that in the dread of the punishment accorded 
the deserter he had skulked in disguise at Hong Kong, leaving all the 
burden of scouting, pleading, and planning for him to Willard, his 
old-time chum, who had even less knowledge and experience of army 
official life than himself. Willard’s early letters to Hong Kong gave 
Foster little hope, for at first the only people the recruit could “sound” 
were private soldiers like himself. Then Foster read of the arrival 
of the Sacramento at Manila, of the presence there of Maidie Ray, 
and then he wrote urging his quondam chum to endeavor to see her, 
to tell her of his desperate straits, to implore her to exert influence 
to get him pardoned, and, in order that she might know that his envoy 
was duly accredited, he sent Willard his chief treasure, that little carte- 
de-visite, together with a few imploring lines. 

Then not a word came from Willard for three mortal weeks, but 
Foster’s daily visits to the bank were at last rewarded by a despatch 
from home bidding him return at once by first steamer, sending him 
abundant means, and assuring him all would be well. 

And when the news of his own murder was published in the Hong 
Kong papers, without the faintest intimation to the officials of the bank 
as to his intentions, he was homeward bound, and never heard a word 
of it all until recognized by an officer aboard the Queen as the Coptic 
floated into Honolulu Harbor. There he was arrested and turned 
back. 

Among “ Billy Benton’s” few effects no letters, no such picture, 
had been found, nothing, in fact, to connect him with Foster. Colonel 
Brent knew what had become of the carte-de-visite, but how: happened 
it in other hands than those of Benton? That too was not long to be 
a mystery. 

One day in late December a forlorn-looking fellow begged a drink 
of the bartender at the Alhambra on the Escolta—said he was out of 
money, deserted by his friends, and took occasion to remind the dis- 
penser of fluid refreshment that a few weeks ago when he had funds and 
friends both he had spent many a dollar there. The bartender waved 
him away. 
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“Awe, give the feller a drink,” said boys in blue, in the largeness 
of their nature and the language of the ranks. “ What’ll you take, 
Johnny? Have one with us,” and one of the managers hastened over 
and whispered to some of the flannel-shirted squad, but to no purpose. 

The “ boys” were bent on benevolence, and “ beat” though he might 
be, the gaunt stranger was made welcome, shared their meat and drink, 
and, growing speedily confidential in his cups, told them that he could 
tell a tale some folks would pay well to hear, and then proceeded to 
stiffen out in a fit. . 

This brought to mind the event on the Bagumbayan, and somebody 
said it was “ the same feller if not the same fit,” and it wouldn’t do to 
leave him there. They took him along in their cab and across to their 
barracks by the Puente Colgante, and a doctor ministered to him, for — 
it was plain the poor fellow was in sore plight, and a few days later 
a story worth the telling was going the rounds. The good chaplain of 
the Californians had heard his partial confession and urged him to tell 
the whole truth, and that night the last vestige of the crumbling case 
against Gerard Stuyvesant came tumbling to earth, and Connelly, from 
the Cuartel de Meisic, nearly ran his sturdy legs off to find Farnham 
and tell him the tale. 

“My real name,” said the broken man, “is of no consequence to 
anybody. I soldiered nearly ten years ago in the Seventh Cavalry, but 
that fight at Wounded Knee was too much for my nerve, and the boys 
made life a burden to me afterwards. I ‘took on’ in another regiment 
after I skipped from the Seventh, but luck was against me. We were 
sent to Fort Meade, and there was a gambler in Deadwood, Sackett by 
name, who had been a few months in the Seventh, but got bob-tailed 
out for some dirty work, and he knew me at once and swore he’d give 
me away if I didn’t steer fellows up against his game after pay-day. 
I had to do it, but Captain Ray got onto it all and broke up the scheme 
and ran Sackett off the reservation, and then he blew on me and I had 
to quit again. He shot a man over cards, for he was a devil when in 
drink, and had to clear out, and we met again in Denver. ‘ Each could 
give the other away by that time,’ said he, and so we joined partner- 
ship.” 

The rest was soon told. Sackett got a job on young Foster’s ranch 
and fel] into some further trouble. But when the war came all of them 
were enlisted, Foster and Sackett in the regulars and he in the First 
Colorado, but they discharged him at Manila because he had fits, and 
that gave him a good deal of money for a few days, travel pay home, 
and all that. Then who should turn up but Sackett with “money to 
burn” and a scheme to make more. They hired a room in Ermita, 
and next thing he knew Sackett and some sailor men held up and 
robbed a soldier, and Sackett was in a tearing rage because no money- 
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belt was found on him. They only got some letters, that little photo- 
graph, and perhaps forty dollars “Mex.” The photograph he recog- 
nized at once,—his former Captain’s daughter,—and he begged for it 
and kept it about him until one evening he was taken with another 
fit, and when he came to the picture was gone. 

That night he found Sackett nearly crazy drunk at their lodgings 
in Ermita. They had a Filipino boy to wait on them then, and Sackett 
had told the boy where he could find money and jewelry while the 
family were at dinner around at Colonel Brent’s. The boy was willing 
enough; he was an expert. But he came back scared through; said 
that the soldiers were close after him. He had some jewelry and a 
pretty revolver. Sackett told him to keep the jewelry, but took the 
watch and pistol, and that night the sentries and patrols were search- 
ing everywhere, and Sackett and the sailors said they must get away 
somehow. They drank some more, and finally thought they had a good 
chance just after the patrol left, and the sentry was talking to an officer 
_on the Calle Real. 

They sneaked downstairs and out into the Faura, and there Sackett 
ran right into the soldier’s arms. There was a short, terrible battle, 
the soldier against Sackett and his sailor friend. The sailor got the 
sentry’s gun away, and Sackett and he wrestled as far as the corner, 
when there was a shot; the soldier dropped all in a heap and Sackett 
and the sailor ran for their lives around the corner,—the last he had 
ever seen or heard of them up to this moment. 

So that was how poor Maidie’s pistol happened to be picked up on 
the Calle Real and why one or two assertive officers lately connected 
with the Provost-Marshal’s and Secret-Service Departments concluded 
that it might be well for them to try regimental duty awhile. That 
was how it happened, too, that Lieutenant Stuyvesant was prevailed on 
to take a short leave and run over to Hong Kong. But he came back 
in a hurry, for there was need of every man, and trouble imminent 
“at the front.” 


The dawn of that memorable February day had come that saw 
Manila girdled by the flame of forty thousand rifles and shrouded in 
the smoke that drifted from the burning roofs of outlying villages from 
whose walls, windows, and church towers the insurgent islanders had 
poured their pitiless fire upon the ranks of the American soldiery. 

In front of a stone-walled enclosure bordering the principal street 
in an eastward suburb two or three officers were in earnest consultation. 
From the ambulance close at hand the attendants were carefully lifting 
some sorely wounded men. Up the street farther east several little 
parties coming slowly, haltingly from the front, told that the incessant 
crash and rattle of musketry in that direction was no mere feu-de-jote, 
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while every now and then the angry spat of the steel-clad Mauser on 
the stony road, the whiz and whir about the ears of the few who for 
duty’s sake or that of example held their ground in the highway, gave 
evidence that the Tagal marksmen had their eyes on every visible group 
of Americans. 

In the side streets at right angles to the main thoroughfare reserve 
battalions were crouching, sheltered from the leaden storm, and await- 
ing the longed-for order to advance and sweep the field at the front. 
From the grim, gray walls of the great church and convent, which for 
weeks had been strictly guarded by order of the American generals 
against all possible intrusion or desecration on part of their men, came 
frequent flash and report and deadly missile aimed at the helpless 
wounded, the hurrying ambulances, even at a symbol as sacred as that 
which towered above its altars—the blood-red cross of’ Geneva. 

-It was the Tagal’s return for the honor and care and consideration 
shown the Church of Rome. As another ambulance came swiftly to 
the spot, its driver swayed, clasped his hands upon his breast, and, with 
the blood gushing from his mouth, toppled forward into the arms of 
the hospital attendants. It was more than flesh and blood or the 
brigade commander could stand. 

“Burn that church!” was the stern order as the General spurred 
on to the front, and a score of soldiers, leaping from behind the stone 
walls, dashed at the barricaded doors. A young staff officer, galloping 
down the road, reined in at sight of the little party and whirled about 
by the General’s side. “It’s perfectly true, sir,” said he. “ Right 
across the bridge in front of the block-house you can hear him plainly. 
It’s a white man giving orders to the Filipinos.” The General nodded. 

“We'll get him presently. Do they understand the orders on the 
left ?” 

“ Everywhere, sir. All are ready and eager,” and even the native 
pony ridden by the aide seemed quivering with excitement as, horse 
and rider, they fell back and joined the two officers following their 
chief. 

“Hot in front, Stuyvie?” queried the first in undertone, as a 
Mauser zipped between their heads to the detriment of confidential 
talk, and a great burst of cheers broke from the blue line crouching 
just ahead across the open field. “Why, d——n it, man, you’re hit 
now !” 

“Hush!” answered Stuyvesant imploringly, as he pressed a gaunt- 
leted hand to his side. “Don’t let the General know. I want to join 
Vinton in a moment. It’s only a tear along the skin.” But blood was . 
soaking through the serge of his blue sack-coat and streaking the loose 
folds of his riding-breeches, and the bright color in his clear skin was 
giving way to pallor. 
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“Tear, indeed! Here! Quick, orderly! Help me there on the 
other side!” and the Captain sprang from saddle. A soldier leaped 
forward, turning loose his pony, and as the General, with only one 
aide and orderly, rode on into the smoke-cloud overhanging the line, 
Gerard Stuyvesant, fainting, slid forward into the arms of his faithful 
friends. 

A sow hours later, “lined up” along the river ‘ant a great regi- 
ment from the far West, panting and exultant, stood resting on its 
arms and looking back over the field traversed in its first grand charge. 
Here, there, everywhere it was strewn with insurgent dead and sorely 
wounded. Here, there, and everywhere men in American blue were 
flitting about from group to group, tendering canteens of cold water 
to the wounded, friend and enemy alike. 

Far back towards the dusty highway where the ambulances were 
hurrying, and close to the abutments of a massive stone bridge that 
crossed a tributary of the Pasig, three officers, a surgeon, and half-a- 
dozen soldiers were grouped about a prostrate form in the pale blue uni- 
form, with the gold embroidery and broad stripes of a Filipino captain, 
but the face was ghastly white, the language ghastly Anglo-Saxon. 

With the blood welling from a shothole in his broad, burly chest 
and the seal of death already settling on his ashen brow, he was scowl- 
ing up into the half-compassionate, half-contemptuous faces about _ 
him. Here lay the “Capitan Americano” of whom the Tagal soldiers 
had been boasting for a month—a deserter from the army of the United 
States, a commissioned officer in the ranks of Aguinaldo, shot to death 
in his first battle in ste of some who had seen and known him “ in the 
blue.” 

Lieutenant pescjenaits revived by a long pull at the doctor’s flask, 
his bleeding stanched, had again pressed forward to take his part in 
the fight, but now lay back in the low Victoria that the men had run 
forward from the village, and looked down upon the man who in bitter 
wrath and hatred had vowed long months before to have his heart’s 
blood,—the man who had so nearly done him to death in Honolulu. 
Even now in Sackett’s dying eyes something of the same brutal rage 
mingled with the instant gleam of recognition that for a moment 
flashed across his distorted features. It seemed retribution indeed that 
his last conscious glance should fall upon the living face of the man 
to whom he owed his rescue from a fearful death that night in far-away 
Nevada. 

But, badly as he was whipped that brilliant Sunday, “Johnny 
Filipino” had the wit to note that Uncle Sam had hardly a handful of 
cavalry and nowhere near enough men to follow up the advantages, 
and hence the long campaign of minor affairs that had to follow. In 
that campaign Sandy Ray was far too busy at the front to know very 
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much of what was going on at the rear in Manila. He listened with 
little sympathy to Farquhar’s brief disposition of poor Foster’s case. 
“They could remove the desertion and give him a commission, but 
they couldn’t make Wally a soldier. He went home when the fighting 
had hardly begun.” Somebody was mean enough to say ” he hadn’t 
his mother would have come for him. 

There was no question as to the identity of the soldier whs died in 
Filipino uniform. Not only did Stuyvesant recognize him, but so 
did Ray and Trooper Mellen, and Connelly, fetched over from the 
north side to make assurance doubly sure. It was Sackett-Murray, 
gambler, horse-thief, house-robber, deserter, biter, murderer, and double- 
dyed traitor. He had fled to the insurgents in dread of discovery and 
death at the hands of Benton’s comrades. 

And perhaps it was just as well. Foster knew of his feaaghetn end 
before he took steamer homeward; knew, too, of Stuyvesant’s wound, 
and—possibly it had something to do with his departure—of the dis- 
position made of that fortunately wounded officer. Miss Ray, it seems, 
was regularly on duty now, with other Red Cross nurses, and Stuyve- 
sant went to the “ First Reserve” and stayed there a whole week, and 
even Dr. Wells came and smiled on him, and Miss Porter beamed, and 
still he was not happy—for Maidie came not. She was busy as she 
could be at the farther end of the other wards. 

And so Stuyvesant grew impatient of nursing, declared he was well, 
and still was far from happy, for at that time Foster was still hovering 
about the premises, and Stuyvesant could see only one possible explana- 
tion for that. They moved him back to his breezy quarters at Malate. 
But presently a trap was sprung, mainly through Mrs. Brent’s com- 
plicity, for once or twice a week it was Maidie’s custom to go to her 
old friend’s roof for rest and tea. And one evening, seems to me it was 
Valentine’s Day, just before sunset, they were in the veranda,—the 
Colonel and his kindly wife, while Maid Marion the Second was in her 
own room donning a dainty gown for change from the Red Cross uni- 
form, when a carriage whirled up to the entrance underneath, and Mrs. 
Brent, leaning over the rail, smiled on its sole occupant and nodded 
reassuringly. 

Stuyvesant came up slowly, looking not too robust, and said it was 
awfully good of Mrs. Brent to take pity on his loneliness and have him 
round to tea. Other nice women, younger, more attractive personally 
than Mrs. Brent, had-likewise bidden him to tea just as soon as he felt 
able, but Stuyvesant swore to himself he couldn’t be able and wouldn’t 
be if he could. Yet when Mrs. Brent said “Come,” he went, though 
never hoping to see Marion, whom he believed to be engrossed in duties 
at the First Reserve, and on the verge of announcement of her engage- 
ment to “that young man Foster.” ; 
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_ Presently Brent said if Stuyvesant had no objection he’d take his 
trap and drive over Intra muros and get the news from MacArthur’s 
front,—for Mac was hammering at the insurgent lines about Caloocan, 
—and Stuyvesant had no objection whatever. Whereupon Mrs. Brent 
took occasion to say in the most casual way in the world: 

“Oh, you might send a line to Colonel Martindale, dear. You 
know Mr. Foster goes home by the Sonoma—oh, hadn’t you heard of 
it, Mr. Stuyvesant? Oh, dear, yes. He’s been ready to go ever since 
the fighting began, but there was no boat.” 

And then she too left Stuyvesant,—left him with the New York 
Moon bottom topmost in his hand and a sensation as of wheels in his 
head. She proceeded, furthermore, to order tea on the back gallery 
and Maidie to the front. But tea was ready long before Maidie. 

Far out at the lines of San Pedro Macati Dyer’s guns had sighted 
swarms of rebels up the Pasig, and with placid and methodical pre- 
cision were sending shrapnel in that direction and dull, booming con- 
cussions in the other. An engagement of some kind was on at San 
Pedro, and Stuyvesant twitched with nervous longing to get there, 
despite the doctors, and sat wondering was another engagement off at 
Manila. Just what to do he had not decided. The Moon and his 
senses were still upside-down when Sing came in with the transferred 
tea things and Mrs. Brent with the last thing Stuyvesant was thinking 
to see--Maid Marion, all smiles, congratulation, and cool organdie. 

Ten minutes’ time in which to compose herself gives a girl far too 
great an advantage under such circumstances. 

“ {—I’m glad to see you,” said Stuyvesant helplessly. “TI thought 
you were wearing yourself out at nursing.” 

“Oh, it agrees with me,” responded Maidie blithely. 

“1 suppose it must. You certainly look so.” 

“ Merci du compliment, Monsieur,” smiled Miss Ray, with sparkling . 
eyes and the prettiest of courtesies. She certainly did look remarkably 
well. 

It was time for Stuyvesant to be seated again, but he hovered there 
about that tea-table, for Mrs. Brent made the totally unnecessary an- 
nouncement that she would go in search of the spoons. 

“You had no time—I suppose—to look in on anybody but your 
assigned vict—patients, I mean,” hazarded Stuyvesant, weakening his 
tentative by palpable display of sense of injury. 

“ Well, you were usually asleap when I cal—inquired, I mean. One 
or two lumps, Mr. Stuyvesant?” And the dainty little white hand 
hovered over the sugar-bow]. 

“You usually chose such times, I fancy. One lump, thanks.” 
There was another, not of sugar, in his throat, and he knew it, and 


his fine blue eyes and thin, sad face were pathetic enough to move any 


woman’s heart had not Miss Ray been so concerned about the tea. 
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“ You would have been able to return to duty days ago,” said she, 
tendering the steaming cup and obviously ignoring his remark, “ had 
you come right to hospital as Dr. Shiels directed, instead of scampering 
out to the front again. You thought more of the brevet, of course, than 
the gash. What a mercy it glanced on the rib! Only—such wounds 
are ever so much harder to stanch and dress.” 

“ You—knew about it, then?” he asked with reviving hope. 

“ Of course. We all knew,” responded Miss Ray, well aware of the 
fact that he would have been unaccountably and infinitely happier had 
it been she alone. “That is our profession. But about the brevet. 
Surely you ought to be pleased. Captain in your first engagement.” 

“Oh, it’s only a recommendation,” he answered, “and may be as 
far away as—any other engagement—of mine, that is.” And in say- 
ing it poor Stuyvesant realized it was an asinine thing. So, alack, 
did she! An instant agone she was biting her pretty red lips for let- 
ting the word escape her, but his fatuity gave her all the advantage in 
spite of herself. It was the play to see nothing that called for reply in 
his allusion. So there was none. 

A carriage was coming up the Luneta full tilt, and though still 
six hundred yards away, she saw and knew it to be Stuyvesant’s return- 
ing. But he saw nothing beyond her glowing face. Mrs. Brent began 
to sing in the salon, a symptom so unusual that it could only mean that 
she contemplated coming back and was giving warning. Time was 
priceless, yet here he stood trembling, irresolute. Would nothing help 
him ? 

“You speak of my—engagement,” he blundered blindly on. “I 
wish you’d tell me—about yours.” 

“Mine? Oh,—with the Red Cross, you mean?” And shame be 
to you, Maidie Ray, you knew—you well knew—he didn’t. 

“T mean—to Mr. Foster. Mrs. Brent has just told me——” 

“Mrs. Brent!” interposed Miss Ray in a flutter of amaze. That 
carriage is coming nearer every instant, driving like mad, Brent on 
the back seat and a whip-lashing demon on the box. There will be 
no time for love-tales once that burly warrior returns to his own. Yet 
she is fencing, parrying, holding him at bay, for his heart is bubbling 
over with the torrent of its love and yearning and pleading. 

What are bullet-wounds and brevets to this one supreme, sublime 
encounter? His heart was high, his voice rang clear and exultant, his 
eyes flashed joy and fire and defiance in the face of a thousand deaths 
two weeks ago. But here in the presence of a slender girl he can do 
naught but falter and stammer and tremble. 

Crack, crack, spatter, clatter, and crash comes the little carriage 
and team whirling into the San Luis. He hears it now. He knows 
what it means to him—Brent back and the pent-up words still un- 
spoken! It nerves him to the test, it spurs him to the leap, it drives 
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the blood bounding through his veins, it sends him darting round the 
table to her side, penning her, as it were, between him and the big 
bamboo chair. And now her heart too is all in a flutter, for the outer 
works are carried in his impetuous dash, the assailant is at the very 
citadel. 

“ Marion!” he cried, “tell me, was there—tell me there was no 
engagement! ‘Tell me there is a little hope for me! Oh, you are 
blind if you do not see, if you have not seen all along, that I’ve loved 
you ever since the first day I ever saw you. Tell me—quick!” 

Too late. Up comes Brent on the run, and Marion springs past the 
would-be detaining arm. “ Where’s Mrs. B?” pants the warrior. 
“ Hullo, Stuyvie! I was afraid you’d got the news and gone out in 
acab. M’ria, I want my belt and pistol !” 

“Where you going?” bursts in the lady of the house—the spoons 
forgotten. 

“ Out to San Pedro! It’s only three miles. Our fellows are going 
to drive ’em out of Guadaloupe woods. Ready, i Ae Of course you 

want to see it. Drive’ll do you good, too. Come on.” 

“Indeed, you don’t stir a step, Colonel Brent !—not a step! What 
business have you going into action. You did enough fighting forty 
years ago.” 

Brent, deaf to her expostulation, is rushing to the steps, buckling 
his belt on the run, but “ M’ria” grabs the slack of the khaki coat ~ 
and holds him. Stuyvesant springs for his hat. It has vanished. 
Marion, her hands behind her, her lips parted, her heart pounding 
hard, has darted to the broad door to the salon, and there, leaning 
against the framing, she confronts him. 

At the rear of the salon Thisbe has grappled Pyramus and is being 
pulled to the head of the stairs; at the head, Beatrice, with undaunted | 
front, concealing a sinking heart, defies Benedick. 

“My hat, please,” he demands, his eyes lighting with hope and 
promise of victory. 

“You have no right,” she begins. “ You are still a patient.” But 
now, with bowed head, she is struggling, for he has come close to her, 
so close that his heart and hers might almost meet in their wild leap- 
ing, so close that in audacious search for the missing headgear his 
hands are reaching down behind the shrinking, slender little form, 
and his long, sinewy arms almost encircling her. The war of words at 
the back stairs “ now trebly thundering swelled the gale,” but it is not 
heard here at the front. 

His hands have grasped her wrists now. His blond head is bowed 
down over hers, so that his lips hover close to the part of the dusky 
hair. “ My hat, Maidie,” he cries, “or I’ll—I’ll take what I want!” 
Both hands tugging terrifically at those slender wrists now, and yet 
not gaining an inch. “ Do you hear?—I’ll—I’ll take——” 
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“You shan’t!” gasps Miss Ray, promptly burying her glowing 
- face in the breast of that happy khaki, and thereby tacitly admitting 
that she knows just what he wants so much more than that hat. 

And then the long, white hands release their hold of the slim, white 
wrists; the muscular arms twine tight about her, almost lifting her 
from her feet; the bonny brown head bows lower still, his mustache 
brushing the soft, damask-rose-like cheek. “I must go, Maidie,— 
darling!” he whispers, “ without the hat if need be, but not without— 
this—and this—and this—and this’—and the last one lingers long 
just at the corner of the warm, winsome, rosy lips. She could not pre- 
vent it—perhaps she did not try. 


$ 
MAY 
BY I. ZANGWILL 
Y darling shines, Her dancing eyes 
All lyric lines, Outdo the skies 
And singing molions, For rays that hover ; 

With wavering gleams Such living light 
Of wistful dreams The orbs of night 

And dim devotions. Nor day discover. 
Such nameless grace Thus in all things 
Across her face Her image swings 

Evasive trembles, And sings and dances, 
Whate’er is fair Love her, have all! 
In earth or air How blest the thrall 

In her assembles. Who serves her glances! 


THE CHILD AND THE BUTTERFLY 


BY ALBERT W. BARKER 


That flutters where the June-day breezes sigh, 
_ Nor near, nor far, Sweetheart, 
Strive thou to hold. 


The endless sky 


S ™ not the golden butterfly 


For see! 


Shall keep it beautiful, while thou or I 
Might dim or mar, Sweetheart, 
Its dainty gold. 
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BATTLE OF BUNKER HILL 


By Stephen Crane 


Author of* The Red Badge of Courage,”’ etc. 
FOURTH IN THE SERIES OF ‘‘GREAT BATTLES OF THE WORLD’’ 
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N the 12th of June, 1775, Captain Harris, afterwards Lord 
Harris, wrote home from the town of Boston, then occupied 
by British troops: 


“TI wish the Americans may be brought to a sense of their 
duty. One good drubbing, which I long to give them, by way 
of retaliation, might have a good effect towards it. At present 
they are so elated by the petty advantage they gained the 19th 
of April, that they despise the powers of Britain. We shall 
soon take the field on the other side of the Neck.” 


This very fairly expressed the irritation in the British camp. The 

troops had been sent to Massachusetts to subdue it, but as yet nothing 

had been done in that direction. 

The ignominious flight of the British regulars from Lexington and 
924 


. ' 
| Breastworr Landing 
Bu, mt LL \\\; PAN \\ of 
} ( BREEDS 

Charles R. & 
uae 

| 


The Battle of Bunker Hill 925 


Concord was still unavenged. More than that, they had been kept 
close in Boston ever since by the provincial militia. 

“What!” cried General Burgoyne, when he was told this news 
on his arrival in May. “What! Ten thousand peasants keep five 
thousand King’s troops shut up? . Let us get in, and we'll soon find 
elbow-room!” “ Elbow-room” was the army’s name for Burgoyne after 
that. 

A little later General Gage remarked to General Timothy Ruggles, 
“It is impossible for the rebels to withstand our arms a moment.” 

Ruggles replied: “ Sir, you do not know with whom you have to con- 
tend. These are the very men who conquered Canada. I fought with 
them side by side; I know them well; they will fight bravely. My 
God, sir, your folly has ruined your cause.” 

Besides Burgoyne the Cerberus brought over Generals Clinton and 
Howe and large re-enforcements, so that the forces under General Gage, 
the commander-in-chief, were over ten thousand. By June 12th the 
army in Boston was actually unable to procure fresh provisions, and 
Gage proclaimed martial law, designating those who were in arms as 
rebels and traitors. 

The Essex Gazette of June 8th says: “We have the pleasure to 
inform the public that the Grand American Army is nearly com- 
pleted.” ‘This Grand American Army was spread around Boston, its 
head-quarters at Cambridge, under command of General Artemas Ward, 
who had fought under Abercrombie. The Grand American Army was 
an army of allies. Ward, its supposed chief, was authorized to com- 
mand only the Massachusetts and New Hampshire forces, and when 
the Connecticut and Rhode Island men obeyed him it was purely 
through courtesy. Each colony supplied its own troops with pro- 
visions and ammunition; each had its own officers, appointed by the 
Committee of Safety. 

To this committee, June 13th, came the tidings that Gage pro- 
posed to occupy Bunker Hill, in Charlestown, on the 18th, and a 
council of war was held, which included the savagely bluff, warm- 
hearted patriot, General Israel Putnam, of the Connecticut troops; 
General Seth Pomeroy, Colonel William Prescott, the hardy, inde- 
pendent Stark, and Captain Gridley, the engineer—all of whom were 
veterans of the French and Indian War. 

As a result of the meeting, a detachment of nine hundred men 
of the Massachusetts regiments, under Colonels Prescott, Frye, and 
Bridge, with two hundred men from Connecticut and Captain Gridley’s 
artillery company of forty-nine men and two field-pieces, were ordered 
to parade at six o’clock p.M., the 16th, on Cambridge Common. There 
they appeared with weapons, packs, blankets, and intrenching tools. 
President Langdon, of Harvard College, made an impressive prayer, 
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and by nine o’clock they had marched, the entire force being under 
the command of Colonel Prescott. 

A uniform of blue turned back with red was worn by some of the 
men, but for the most part they wore their “Sunday suits” of home- 
spun. Their guns were of all sorts and sizes, and many carried old- 
fashioned powder-horns and pouches. With two sergeants carrying 
dark lanterns, Prescott walked at their head until they reached the 
Neck. 

The Neck was the strip of land leading to the peninsula opposite 
Boston, where lay the small town of Charlestown. The peninsula is 
only one mile in length, its greatest breadth but half a mile. The 
Charles River separates it from Boston on the south, and to the north 
and east is the Mystic River. Bunker Hill begins at the isthmus and 
rises gradually to a height of one hundred and ten feet, forming a 
smooth, round hill. 

At Cambridge Common, the night the troops started for Bunker 
Hill, Israel Putnam had made this eloquent address: “Men, there 
are enough of you on the Common this evening to fil] hell so full of 
the red-coats to-morrow that the devils will break their shins over 
them.” 

At Bunker Hill the expedition halted, and a long discussion ensued 
between Prescott, Gridley, Major Brooks, and Putnam as to whether 
it would be better to follow Ward’s orders literally and fortify Bunker 
Hill itself, or to go on to the lesser elevation southeast of it, which is 
now known as Breed’s Hill, but had then no special name. They 
agreed upon Breed’s Hill. 

They began to intrench at midnight. 

Prescott was consumed with anxiety lest his men should be at- 
tacked before some screen could be raised to shelter them. However 
enthusiastic they might be, he did not think it possible for his raw 
troops to meet to any advantage a disciplined soldiery in the open 
field. 

So the pickaxe and the spade were busy throughout the night. It 
was silent work, for the foe was near. In Boston Harbor lay the Lively, 
the Somerset, the Cerberus, the Glasgow, the Falcon, and the Sym- 
metry, besides the floating batteries. On the Boston shore the senti- 
nels were pacing outside the British encampment. At intervals through 
the night Prescott and Brooks stole down to the shore of Charles River 
and listened till the call of “AlI’s well!’ rang over the water from 
the ships and told them that their scheme was still undiscovered. 

At dawn the intrenchments were six feet high, and there was a 
great burst of fire at them from the Lively, which was joined in a few 
moments by the other men-of-war and the batteries on Copp’s Hill, 
on the Boston shore. 
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The strange thunder of the cannonade brought forth every man, 
woman, and child in Boston. Out of their prim houses they rushed 
under the trellises heavy with damask roses and honeysuckle, and soon 
every belfry and tower, house-top and hill-top, was crowded with them. 
There the most of them stayed till the thrilling play in which they had 
so vital an interest was enacted. 

Meanwhile Prescott, to inspire his raw men with confidence. 
mounted the parapet of the redoubt they had raised and deliberately 
sauntered around it, making jocular speeches, until the men cheered 
each cannon-ball as it came. 

Gage, looking through his field-glasses from the other shore, marked 
the tall figure with the three-cornered hat, and the banyan—a linen 
blouse—buckled about the waist, and asked of Councillor Willard, who 
stood near him,— 

“Who is the person who appears to command ?” 

“That is my brother-in-law, Colonel Prescott.” 

“ Will he fight ?” 

“Yes, sir; he is an old soldier, and will fight as long as a drop 
of blood remains in his veins.” 

“The works must be carried,” said Gage. 

Gage was strongly advised by his Generals to land a force at the 
Neck and attack the Americans in the rear. It was also suggested that 
they might be bombarded by the fleet from the Mystic and the Charles, 
and, indeed, might be starved out without any fighting at all. But 
none of this suited the warlike British temper; the whole army longed 
to fight—to chase the impudent enemy out of those intrenchments 
he had so impudently reared. The challenge was a bold one: it must 
be accepted. The British had the weight in all ways, but they also 
had the preposterous arrogance of the British army, which always 
deems itself invincible because it remembers it traditions, and tradi- 
tions are dubious and improper weapons to fire at a foe. 

At noon the watchers on the house-tops saw the lines of smart 
grenadiers and light infantry embark in barges under command of 
General Howe, who had with him Brigadier General Pigot and some 
of the most distinguished officers in Boston. They landed at the south- 
western point of the peninsula. 

When the intelligence that the British troops had landed reached 
Cambridge it caused great excitement. A letter of Captain Chester’s 
reads : 


“Just after dinner on the 17th ult. I was walking out 
from my lodgings, quite calm and composed, and all at once 
the drums beat to arms, and bells rang, and a great noise in 
Cambridge. Captain Putnam came by on full gallop. ‘ What 
is the matter?’ says I. ‘Have you not heard?’ ‘No.’ 
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‘Why, the regulars are landing at Charlestown,’ says he, ‘and 
father says you must all meet and march immediately to 
Bunker Hill to oppose the enemy.’ I waited not, but ran and 
got my arms and ammunition, and hastened to my company 
(who were in the church for barracks), and found them nearly 
ready to march. We soon marched, with our. frocks and trou- 
sers on over our other clothes (for our company is in uniform 
wholly blue, turned up with red), for we were loath to expose 
ourselves by our dress; and down we marched.” 


After a reconnoissance, Howe sent back to Gage for re-enforce- 
ments, and remained passive until they came. 

Meanwhile, there were bitter murmurings among the troops on 
Breed’s Hill. They had watched the brilliant pageant,—the crossing 
over of their adversaries, scarlet-clad, with glittering equipments, with 
formidable guns in their train,—and were conscious of being them- 
selves exhausted from the night’s labor and the hot morning sun. It 
was two o’clock, and they had had practically nothing to eat that day. 
Among themselves they accused their officers of treachery. It seemed 
incredible that after doing all the hard work they should be expected 
to do the fighting as well. Loud huzzas arose from their lips, how- 
ever,—these cross and hungry Yankees,—when Doctor—or General— 
Joseph Warren appeared among them with Seth Pomeroy. 

Few men had risen to a higher degree of universal love and con- 
fidence in the hearts of the Massachusetts people than Warren. He 
had been active in every patriotic movement. The councils through 
which the machinery of the Revolution was put in motion owed much 
to him. He was the President of the Committee of Safety, and prob- 
ably had been one of the Indians of the Boston Tea Party. But a 
few days before he had been appointed major-general. In recog- 
nition of this, Israel Putnam, who was keeping a squad of men working 
at intrenchments on Bunker Hill, had offered to take orders from him. 
But Warren refused, and asked where he might go to be of the greatest 
service. “ Where will the onset be most furious?” he asked, and 
Putnam sent him to the redoubt. There Prescott also offered him the 
chief command, but Warren replied, “I come as a volunteer with my 
musket to serve engl you, and shall be happy to learn from a soldier 
of your experience.” 

At three o’clock the redoubt was in good working order. About 
eight yards square, its strongest side, the front, faced the settled part 
of Charlestown and protected the south side of the hill. The east 
side commanded a field; the north side had an open passage-way; to 
the left extended a breastwork for about two hundred yards. 

By three o’clock some re-enforcements for General Howe had ar- 
rived, so that he now had over three thousand men. Just before action 
he addressed the officers around him as follows: 
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“ Gentlemen, I am very happy in having the honor of commanding 
so fine a body of men. I do not in the least doubt that you will behave 
like Englishmen and as becomes good soldiers.. If the enemy will not 
come out from their intrenchments, we must drive them out at all events ; 
otherwise the town of Boston will be set on fire by them. I shall not 
desire one of you to go a step farther than where I go myself at your 
head. Remember, gentlemen, we have no recourse to any resources 
if we lose Boston but to go on board our ships, which will be very 
disagreeable to us all.” 

From the movements of the British, they seemed intending to turn 
the American left and surround the redoubt. To prevent this, Pres- 
cott sent down the artillery with two field-pieces—he had only four 
altogether—and the Connecticut troops under Captain Knowlton. 
Putnam heard them, as they neared the Mystic, shouting,— 

“ Man the rail fence, for the enemy is flanking of us fast!” 

This rail fence—half of which was stone—reached from the shore 
of the Mystic to within two hundred yards of the breastworks. It was 
not high, but Putnam had said: 

“Tf you can shield a Yankee’s shins he’s not afraid of anything. 
His head he does not think of.” 

Captain Knowlton, joined by Colonels Stark and Reid and their 
regiments, made another parallel fence a short distance in front of 
this, filling in the space between them with new-mown hay from the © 
fields. 

A great cannonade was thundering from ships and batteries to 
cover Howe’s advance. His troops, now increased to three thousand, 
came on in two divisions, the left wing under Pigot, towards the 
breastwork and redoubt; the right, led by Howe, to storm the rail 
fence. The artillery moved heavily through the miry, low ground 
and the embarrassing discovery was made that there were only twelve- 
pound balls for six-pounders. Howe decided to load them with grape. 
The troops were hindered by a number of fences, as well as the thick, 
tall grass. Their knapsacks were extraordinarily heavy, and they felt 
the power of the scorching sun. 

Inside the redoubt the Americans waited for them, Prescott as- 
suring his men that the red-coats would never reach the redoubt if 
they obeyed him and reserved their fire until he gave the word. As the 
assaulting force drew temptingly near, the American officers only re- 
strained their men from firing by mounting the parapet and kicking 
up their guns. 

But at last the word was given—the stream of fire broke out all 
along the line. They were wonderful marksmen. The magnificent 
regulars were staggered, but they returned the fire. They could make 
no headway against the murderous volleys flashed in quick succession 
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at them. The dead and wounded fell thickly. General Pigot ordered — 
a retreat, while great shouts of triumph arose from the Americans. 

At the rail fence Putnam gave his last directions when Howe was 
nearing him: 

“Fire low: aim at the waistbands! Wait until you see the whites 
of their eyes! Aim at the handsome coats! Pick off the command- 
ers 

The men rested their guns on the rail fence to fire. The officers 
were used as targets—many of the handsome coats were laid low. So 
hot was the reception they met that in a few moments Howe’s men 
were obliged to fall back. One of them said afterwards, “It was the 
strongest post that was ever occupied by any set of men.” 

There was wild exultation within the American lines, congratula- 
tion and praises, for just fifteen minutes; and then Pigot and Howe 
led the attack again. But the second repulse was so much fiercer than 
the first that the British broke ranks and ran down hill, some of them 


getting into the boats. 
“The dead,” said Stark, “lay in front of us as thick as sheep in 


a fold.” 

Meantime Charlestown had been set on fire by Howe’s orders, and 
the spectacle was splendidly terrible to the watchers in Boston. The 
wooden buildings made a superb blaze, and through the smoke could . 
be seen the British officers striking and pricking their men with their 
swords in the vain hope of rallying them, while cannon, musketry, 
crashes of falling houses, and the yells of the victors filled up the 
measure of excitement to the spectators. 

Twice, now, the Americans had met the foe and proved that he was 
not invincible. The women in Boston thought the last defeat final— 
that their men-folk had gained the day. But Prescott knew better; 
he was sure that they would come again, and sure that he could not 
withstand a third attack. 

If at this juncture strong re-enforcements and supplies of ammu- 
nition had reached him, he might well have held his own. But such 
companies as had been sent on would come no farther than Bunker 
Hill, in spite of Israel Putnam’s threats and entreaties. There they 
staggered about under hay-cocks and apple-trees, demoralized by the 
sights and sounds of battle, with no authorized leader who could force 
them to the front. 

As for their commander-in-chief, Ward, he would not stir from his 
house all day, and kept the main body of his forces at Cambridge. 

When General Clinton saw the rout of his countrymen from the 
Boston shore, he rowed over in great haste. With his assistance, and 
the fine discipline which prevailed, the troops were re-formed within 
half an hour. Clinton also proposed a new plan of assault. Accord- 
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ingly, instead of diffusing their forces across the whole American front, 
the chief attack was directed on the redoubt. The artillery bombarded 
the breast-work, and only a small number moved against the rail fence. 

“Fight! conquer or die!” was the watchword that passed from 
mouth to mouth as the tall, commanding figure of Howe led on the 
third assault. To his soldiers it was a desperate venture—they felt 
that they were going to certain death. But inside the redoubt few 
of the men had more than one round of ammunition left, though they 
shouted bravely,— 

“ We are ready for the red-coats again » 

Again their first fire was furious and destructive, but although many 
of the enemy fell, the rest bounded forward without returning it. In 
a few minutes the columns of Pigot and Clinton had surrounded the 
redoubt on three sides. The defenders of the breastwork had been 
driven by the artillery fire into the redoubt, and balls came whistling. 
through the open passage. 

The first rank of red-coats who climbed the dengan was shot down. 
Major Pitcairn met his death at this time while cheering on his men. 
But the Americans had come to the end of their ammunition, and they 
had not fifty bayonets among them, though these were made to do good 
service as the enemy came swarming over the walls. 

Pigot got up by the aid of a tree, and hundreds followed his lead. 
The Americans made stout resistance in the hand-to-hand struggle that 
followed, but there could be only one ending to it, and Prescott ordered 
a retreat. He was almost the last to leave, and only got away by skil- 
fully parrying with his sword the bayonet-thrusts of the foe. His 
banyan was pierced in many places, but he escaped unhurt. 

The men at the rail fence kept firm until they saw the forces leaving 
the redoubt; they fell back then, but in good order. 

A great volley was fired after the Americans. It was then that 
Warren fell, as he lingered in the rear—a loss that was passionately 
mourned throughout New England. 

During their disordered flight over the little peninsula the Ameri- 
cans lost more men than at any other time of the day, though their list 
of killed and wounded only amounted to four hundred and forty-nine. 
The heavy loss of the enemy—ten hundred and fifty-four men—had. 
the effect of checking the eagerness of their pursuit; the Americans 
passed the Neck without further molestation. 

General Howe had maintained his reputation for solid courage, and 
his long white-silk stockings were soaked in blood. 

The speech of Count Vergennes, that “if it won two more such 
victories as Bunker Hill, there would be no more British Army in 
America,” echoed the general sentiment in England and America as 
well as France. So impressed were the British leaders with the in- 
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domitable resolution shown by the Provincials in fortifying and de- 
{ fending so desperate a position as Breed’s Hill, that they made no 
attempt to follow up their victory. General Gage admitted that the 
people of New England were not the despicable rabble they had some- 
times been represented. 

Among the Grand Army itself many recriminations and court- 
martials followed the contest. But Washington soon drilled it into 
order. 
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VICTI SALUTAMUS 


BY ALICE VAN VLIET 


E who have lost the battle 
\) \) To you who have fought and won: 
Give ye good cheer and greeting! 
Stoutly and bravely done! 


Reach us a hand in passing, 

Comrades,—and own the name! 
Yours is the thrill and the laurel : 
Ours is the smart and shame. 


Though we were nothing skilful, 
Pity.us not nor scorn! 

Send us a hail as hearty— 

“ Stoutly and bravely borne!” 


Others may scorn or pity; 
’ You who are soldiers know. 

Where was the joy of your battle, 
: Save in the grip with the foe? 


Did we not stand to the conflict, 
Did we not fairly fall? 

Is it your crowns ye care for? 

Nay, to have fought is all. 


Humbled and sore we watch you, 
Cheerful and bruised and lamed. 
Take the applause of the conquered— 
Conquered and unashamed ! 


\ | 
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ELIZABETH PATTERSON 


(MADAME JEROME BONAPARTE) 


By Virginia Tatnall Peacock 


A chapter for a forthcoming book entitled “Belles of America’ 
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N Baltimore town, a dozen years before it blossomed into a city, 
| before its streets were paved, when its only communication with 
inland towns was by means of the stage-coach, and three years 
before Maryland had ratified the Constitution of the new union of 
States, there was born to one of her merchants, William Patterson, a 
daughter, the repute of whose beauty was destined to fill two continents, 
the spicy aroma of whose wit to penetrate the sacred precincts of im- 
perial throne-rooms, and the story of whose life to touch the hearts of 
many generations. 

The daughter of one of the self-made men whose sterling qualities 
have lent such stability to the industries and development of the coun- 
try, who, born of Irish parentage and coming to this country in his 
fourteenth year, had carved his own way shrewdly and judiciously to 
the position of distinction he held among his fellow-townsmen and the 
people of his adopted country, Elizabeth inherited many of his domi- 
nant characteristics. He was estimated to be the wealthiest merchant, 
and, with the possible exception of Charles Carroll, the wealthiest man, 
in the United States. Her mother, Dorcas Spear, came of good Mary- 
land lineage and was a woman of gentle character and cultivated mind. 
She superintended for the most part Elizabeth’s education, which, if 
somewhat erratic, was, nevertheless, superior to that enjoyed by the 
average woman of that period. It is said that she acquired an early 
familiarity with Rochefoucauld’s “ Maxims” and committed to mem- 
ory Young’s “ Night Thoughts.” Lady Morgan, whose friendship she 
formed later in life, realizing the brilliancy of her mind, regretted that 
its earlier direction had not been more systematic. ; 

Her father, from his own statement, seems to have looked after the 
conduct of his family with the same minute vigilance which he be- 
stowed upon his financial concerns. 

“T always considered it a duty to my family,” he said, “to keep 
them as much as possible under my own eye, so that I have seldom in 

983 


934 Elizabeth Patterson 


my life left Baltimore either on pleasure or business. Ever since I 
had a house it has been my invariable rule to be the last up at night, 
and to see that the fires and light were secured before I retired myself, 
from which I found little risk by fires and managed to have my family 
keep regular hours. What I possess is solely the product of my own 
labor. I inherited nothing of my forefathers, nor have I benefited any- 
thing from public favors or appointments.” 

Strangely similar is the concluding sentiment to that expressed by 
the founder of another family on another continent—Napoleon Bona- 
parte. “Sole fabricator of my destiny, I owe nothing to my brothers,” 
said he, whose fortunes, though he had reared them upon a loftier 
pinnacle, were, nevertheless, to be crossed by those of the Patterson 
family. 

The eldest daughter in a family of thirteen children, Elizabeth 
Patterson grew up at a period when the beaux of society read Chester- 
field, when no man begrudged the time expended on the profound and 
sweeping bow then dictated by gallantry, and when fencing and dancing 
formed a part of every gentleman’s education. 

“ She possessed the pure Grecian contour; her head was exquisitely 
formed, her forehead fair and shapely, her eyes large and dark, with 
an expression of tenderness that did not belong to her character; and 
the delicate loveliness of her mouth and chin, the soft bloom of her 
complexion, together with her beautifully rounded shoulders and taper- 
ing arms, combined to form one of the loveliest of women.” She had 
had numerous offers of marriage before she reached her eighteenth 
year, her father’s wealth and prominence, independent of her own 
attractive personality, having insured her social prestige, but as yet 
she walked heart whole and fancy free. 


In the summer of 1803 Jerome, the youngest brother of Napoleon 
Bonaparte, and then less than nineteen years of age, detaching himself 
from naval duty in the West Indies and following the bent of his own 
inclination, eventually put into the port of New York. Whatever 
breach of military discipline this implies will in no way astound those 
familiar with Jerome’s character. 

Too young to have taken part in the struggles that had elevated his 
family to such dizzy heights, he yet, at an age most susceptible to the 
altered conditions of his life, came into the full enjoyment of all the 
advantages they offered. Napoleon was wont to take a humorous 
rather than a serious view of this “ mauvais sujet,” as he frequently 
called Jerome. Madame Junot relates a characteristic anecdote in her 
memoirs which, she says, she had from the Emperor himself. Return- 
ing to Paris after the battle of Marengo, Napoleon was presented with 
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various bills contracted by Jerome during his absence. One of these, 
to the amount of twenty thousand francs, was for a superb shaving set 
in gold, mother of pearl, silver, ivory, and costly enamels. It was a 
work of art, but of no possible use to Jerome, who, being but fifteen 
years old, was without the suggestion of a beard. 

To his mother he was an idol, and to the end of her life he was able 
to extract from her in generous measure much of that substance which 
she expended grudgingly even upon herself. 

Enveloped in the glory of a great name, Jerome’s advent into the 
social current of New York was noised abroad in the few and ordinarily 
but little-read newspapers of the day. 

By stage the news was brought to Baltimore. The returning coach 
took an urgent invitation to Jerome and his suite to visit that city from 
Commodore Barney, who had been his recent comrade-in-arms in the 
West Indies. They accepted the invitation, and early in September 
found themselves the objects of a lavish hospitality. 

Shortly after their arrival one of Jerome’s suite, General Rewbell, 
lost his heart to Miss Henrietta Pascault, one of the belles of the town, 
to whom he was, after a brief courtship, married. 


At the fall races, which were in progress when he arrived in Balti- 
more, Jerome for the first time saw the woman in whose life he was 
thereafter destined to play so conspicuous a part. We may well be- 
lieve that she was radiantly beautiful in a gown of buff silk with a lace 
fichu and a leghorn hat with tulle trimmings and black plumes. 

He had already heard of the beautiful Miss Patterson, and had 
declared with youthful impetuosity that he would marry her. The 
fact that she was aware of his preconceived sentiments gave a piquancy 
to their first meeting, which was enhanced by the boyish enthusiasm 
with which he referred to her as his “belle femme.” The coquetry 
with which she resisted his too evident admiration had the invariable 
effect of further ensnaring his princely affections. 

They met frequently in those centres of hospitality, the home of 
that Samuel Chase who twenty odd years before had put his name to 
the Declaration of Independence, at “ Belvedere,” the home of Colonel 
John Eager Howard, the hero of Cowpens, at “ Greenmount,” “ Druid 
Hill,” and “ Brooklandwood,” where three other afterwards celebrated 
beauties were in course of development. 

When the festivities in honor of Jerome were at their height, Eliza- 
beth was borne away to the seclusion of a Virginian estate, under the 
wing of a vigilant mother, who rightly interpreted the course of events 
and foresaw the obstacles that loomed in the pathway of their happy 
termination. There only an occasional echo of the gayety that was rife 


936 Elizabeth Patterson 


at Baltimore reached her, making unbearable that rural quiet, which 
means happiness only to a contented mind, and is a veritable torture 
to such a restless spirit as ever possessed Elizabeth Patterson. Her 
entreaties at length prevailed, and she was brought back to the city, 
where, on the 29th of October, to prove how futile the separation had 
been, scarcely eight weeks after their first meeting, Jerome procured 
a license of marriage. 

He was probably remonstrated with by the members of his suite 
whose age and the length of whose friendship made possible that 
liberty. Rewbell, in the first flush of his own happy union with a 
Baltimore belle, doubtless gave Jerome a reckless support that not 
even the crafty Le Camus could counterbalance. To such opposition 
as Elizabeth’s family offered, she replied that she “would rather be 
the wife of Jerome for one hour than of any other man for a life- 
time.” 


On Christmas Eve, 1803, Jerome Bonaparte, brother of the man 
who five months later declared himself Emperor of France, and Eliza- 
beth Patterson, daughter of an American merchant, entered into that 
union whose subsequent rending was to echo throughout Christendom. 
The ceremony was performed in the home of Elizabeth’s father, accord- 
ing to the rites of the Catholic Church, by the Right Reverend John 
Carroll, first archbishop of America. It was witnessed by the French 
Consul at Baltimore, M. Sotin, Alexander le Camus, who was Jerome’s 
secretary, and the Mayor of Baltimore. 

The marriage contract, which was drawn up by Alexander J. Dallas, 
afterwards Secretary of the Treasury, bears evidence of the apprehen- 
sion felt by Elizabeth’s family as to the outcome of this international 
union with so youthful a bridegroom. 

The dress worn by Elizabeth on her bridal night was of exquisitely 
fine white muslin, elaborately embroidered. She said of the gown in 
after years that it was one she had frequently worn, as she particularly 
desired to avoid anything like vulgar display. “And to tell the truth,” 
she added, “there was as little as possible of any gown at all, dress 
in that day being chiefly an aid in setting off beauty to advantage,” 
which concurs with the statement made by a man who was present at 
the wedding, to the effect that he could have put all the clothes worn 
by the bride into his pocket. 

The honeymoon days of Jerome and Elizabeth were passed at her 
father’s estate outside of Baltimore, “ Homestead.” Late in January 
they were mingling with the merrymakers one afternoon in Market 
Street. There was good sleighing, and the crisp air rung with the 
joyousness of an old-time winter. A snowball, sent with the, unerring 
aim and democratic disregard of a small boy of the town, struck Eliza- 
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beth. Jerome was outraged at the indignity, and offered a reward of 
five hundred dollars for the discovery of the youthful miscreant. How 
trivial seems this “ missile light as air” by comparison with those shafts 
sped later by a not less unerring hand, and striking into the very soul 
of her womanhood, Jerome making no effort to avert them. 

In February this bride and groom of the early century went to 
Washington, whither since have wended their way so many happy 
bridal couples. Of the journey there, made in a stage-coach, General 
Samuel Smith, member of Congress from Maryland, wrote to Mr. 
William Patterson describing the runaway of the horses as they entered 
the city and Betsy’s presence of mind. The driver having been thrown 
from his seat, Jerome sprang from the coach with the hope of catching 
the horses. But as they still sped on, and her danger increased as they 
penetrated towards the centre of the straggling little capital, Elizabeth 
opened the door and jumped out into the snow without injury. 

While in Washington they were the guests of the French Minister, 
General Turreau. Aaron Burr, then Vice-President of the United 
States, meeting Elizabeth at this time, wrote to his daughter Theo- 
dosia, whom he thought Elizabeth much resembled, and referred to 
her as “a charming little woman with sense, spirit, and sprightli- 
ness.” 

Jerome’s thoughts were already turning towards France, where 
every effort was being made to bring about his return—alone. While 
in New York the summer following his marriage he was made ac- 
quainted with its annulment as follows: “ By an Act of the 11 Ventose, 
all the civil officers of the Empire are prohibited from receiving on 
their registers the transcription of the act of celebration of a pretended 
marriage that Jerome Bonaparte has contracted in a foreign country 
during the age of minority, without the consent of his mother and 
without the publication in the place of his nativity.” 

In February following the marriage Mr. William Patterson had 
written to our Minister at Paris, Robert Livingston, enclosing him 
letters from the President and Secretary of State, to be presented to 
Napoleon with the hope of obtaining his approval, or at least miti- 
gating any displeasure the marriage may have caused. “I can assure 
you,” he wrote to Livingston, “that I never directly or indirectly 
countenanced or gave Mr. Bonaparte the smallest encouragement to 
address my daughter, but, on the contrary, resisted his pretensions by 
every means in my power consistent with discretion. Finding, how- 
ever, that the mutual attachment they had formed for each other was 
such that nothing short of force or violence could prevent their union, 
T with much reluctance consented to their wishes.” 

He had, moreover, dispatched his eldest son, Robert Patterson, to 
Paris to discover which way the wind of the imperial temper blew. 
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As the matter lay rather outside the pale of usual diplomatic issues, 
it required most delicate manipulation, and while young Patterson 
received kindly yet cautious expressions of interest and good-will from 
Napoleon’s brothers, an ominous and forbidding silence enveloped the 
First Consul. His indignation increased with Jerome’s continued 
absence, and when at length he spoke through his Minister of Marine, 
it was to bid Jerome, as lieutenant of the fleet, to return to France, 
at the same time forbidding all captains of French vessels to receive 
on board “the young person to whom Jerome had attached himself.” 

Through the same channel Napoleon offered his forgiveness to 
Jerome on condition that he abandon Elizabeth and return to France, 
there to associate himself with his fortunes. Should he persist in bring- 
ing her, she would not be allowed to put foot on French territory. 
Jerome’s mother wrote to him at the same time, suggesting that he 
return to France alone and send his wife to Holland. 

Robert Patterson, however, who succeeded admirably in keeping 
himself posted on the variations in the attitude of Jerome’s family, — 
advised that Jerome should not return to France without his wife. 

Though he made several efforts during the year that followed to 
return thither, there is only one on record when it was his purpose to 
have sailed alone. 

In September, 1804, General Armstrong sailed from New York to 
replace Livingston at Paris. He had agreed with Jerome to take 
Madame Bonaparte with him, Jerome himself intending to go on one 
of the French frigates then in New York harbor. She could thus, at 
least, have landed in France as a member of the family of the American 
Minister, who might have succeeded in presenting her to Napoleon, 
with whom she could, no doubt, have plead her cause with more effect 
than would have been produced by any amount of diplomatic corres- 
pondence or family intervention. She had the gifts which he most 
admired in women, great personal beauty and wit, which, though it 
might have been too keen for his entire appreciation, she would no 
doubt have been shrewd enough to temper to his taste. 

She wrote her father from New York, September 5, 1804, of her 
disappointment at Armstrong’s having sailed without her. The reason 
given was that Jerome and Elizabeth had arrived by stage a few hours 
after the ship had sailed. 

An effort to sail during the following month ended in shipwreck 
off Pilot Town, where they were finally landed and temporarily housed 
by one of the inhabitants, on whose clothes-line Madame Bonaparte | 
dried her wardrobe, and from whose hospitable board she enjoyed a 
dinner of roast goose with apple-sauce, being in exuberant spirits over 
her rescue. 
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On March 11, 1805, they made their final departure from Baltimore 
in the Erin, a ship belonging to Mr. Patterson. Though they sailed 
at an early hour in the morning, and the arrangements for their de- 
parture had been conducted with much secrecy, General Tureau wrote 
from Washington two days later to Mr. Patterson to ask what disposi- 
tion had been made of Jerome’s four carriage horses, and to suggest, 
if they were to be sold, that he should like to be considered as a pur- 
chaser. 

The Erin reached Lisbon on April 2d, whence Jerome wrote in 
English to his father-in-law of their safe arrival, and took the oppor- 
tunity to express his affection for and gratitude towards his second 
family. He spoke of Elizabeth having been very seasick, and added,— 

“But you know as well as any body that seasick never has killed 
nobody.” 

Napoleon’s ambassador met the ship upon its arrival, and called 
upon Elizabeth to ask what he could do for her, addressing her as Miss 
Patterson. 

“Tell your master,” she replied, “ that Madame Bonaparte is am- 
bitious, and demands her rights as a member of the Imperial family.” 

She was forbidden to land, and Jerome, taking that farewell of her 
which fate had destined should be his last, went overland to Paris, while 
the Erin sailed for Amsterdam. 

On his way to Paris Jerome met General ma Madame Junot en 
route for their new post in Spain. He breakfasted with them and 
opened his anxious young heart to them, showing them a miniature of 
Elizabeth, from whom, he declared, nothing should ever separate him. 

Upon reaching Paris he went at once to Malmaison and sought an 
audience with Napoleon, who refused to see him, bidding him write 
what he wished to say. He wrote, simply announcing his arrival, and 
received the following reply: 

“T have received your letter this morning. There are no faults 
you have committed which may not be effaced in my eyes by a sincere 
repentance. Your marriage is null and void, both from a religious 
and legal point of view. I will never acknowledge it. Write Miss 
Patterson to return to the United States, and tell her it is not possible 
to give things another turn. On condition of her return to America, I 
will allow her a pension of sixty thousand francs a year, provided she 
does not take the name of my family, to which she has no right, her 
marriage having no existence.” 

From this position Napoleon never swerved. The annuity was paid 
to Elizabeth after her return to America until the fall of the Empire, 
and formed the basis of the fortune of one million and a half of dollars, 
accumulated through a long life of frugality and cautious investment, 
of which she died possessed. 
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The reply of Pope Pius, to whom Napoleon appealed for the an- 
nulment of the marriage, accompanying his request with a costly gold 
tiara, to the effect that after mature deliberation he had been able to 
discover no grounds on which the marriage could be cancelled, though 
it chagrined the Emperor to an extent which he never forgave, it did 
not yet alter the stand he had taken. When Jerome was finally ad- 
mitted to his presence, he greeted him with that magnetic smile whose 
potency swayed men and women alike. 

“ So, sir, you are the first of the family,” he said, “ who has shame- 
fully abandoned his post. It will require many splendid actions to 
wipe off that stain from your reputation. As to your love affair with 
your little girl, I pay no attention to it.” 

The Erin meanwhile arrived in the Texel Roads, where, though 
flying the flag of a friendly power, a merchant vessel whose clearance 
from Baltimore showed that she carried no guns, she was placed under 
guard of two French men-of-war and all communication with the shore 
prohibited. Through the intercession of Sylvanus Bourne, our Consul 
at Amsterdam, she was permitted at the expiration of a week to depart, 
and bearing her full measure of human desolation, she headed towards 
the shores of England. The fame of her fair passenger had preceded 
her, and so large a concourse of people had gathered at Dover to wit- 
ness the landing of Madame Jerome Bonaparte that Mr. Pitt, then 
Prime Minister of England, sent a military escort to protect her from 
possible annoyance of a sympathetic though curious throng. 

At Camberwell, near London, her son was born on the 7th of July, 
1805, and named Jerome Napoleon. 


In June of that year, two months after his return, Jerome had 
been restored to his rank in the navy and was cruising off Genoa, whence 
he wrote, through his secretary, Alexander le Camus, to Mr. William 
Patterson, of Baltimore, expressing his dissatisfaction at Elizabeth’s 
having gone to England, that country being at the time at war with 
France. The tone of the letter betrays the change that was already 
working in Jerome’s feelings, though he was at that time sending Eliza- 
beth by every available opportunity messages and pledges of his un- 
swerving love for her. ; 

When we judge him, let us bear in mind not only his youth and all 
the circumstances of his life, but, above all, that soul-crushing will 
which he, weakly enough it seems to us, was striving to stand against. 

In a subsequent letter to Mr. Patterson, written also by Mr. le Camus, 
in the course of which Jerome expressed the desire that Elizabeth should 
return to America and wait there in her own home till he obtained 
her recall from the Emperor, one feels instinctively that between the 
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lines is written the finale to the short chapter of the romance of Eliza- 
beth Patterson and Jerome Bonaparte. 

She returned to her father’s home in the fall, though she had written 
shortly before that she was glad to be among strangers, because “in 
Baltimore, where people are always on the watch,” she would be more 
observed. 

On August 12, 1807, Jerome married Princess Frederika Catherine, 
daughter of the King of Wurtemberg. As King of Westphalia he 
offered Elizabeth a home within his dominions, also the title of Princess 
of Smalcalden, with a pension of two hundred thousand francs per year. 
In regard to the former, she replied that Westphalia was a large kingdom, 
but not quite large enough for two queens, and to the latter proposition, 
having already accepted Napoleon’s annuity of sixty thousand francs, 
she made the oft-quoted response that she preferred “ being sheltered 
under the wing of an eagle to being suspended from the bill of a. 
goose.” 

Napoleon, with his high appreciation of a bon mot, desired to know 
what favor he could bestow upon a woman capable of this witticism. 
Elizabeth replied through the French Minister at Washington that she 
was ambitious, and would like to be a duchess. 

The Emperor promised the gift, but never conferred it. Notwith- 
standing her unremitting yet ever futile struggle for recognition, 
Madame Bonaparte cherished always the most enthusiastic admiration 
for the genius of the man who-had blighted her life. In one of her 
letters to her father, written from Europe, whither she returned after 
the fall of the Empire, she said: “They do not in England pretend to 
revile Napoleon as we have done. His stupendous abilities are ad- 
mitted; his misfortunes almost respected by his enemies. I listen . 
silently to any discussion in which he bears a part. I easily perceive 
that he has more justice done him here than with us.” 

In a subsequent letter she details more fully her attitude towards 
the entire family. 

“T cannot say,” she writes, also to her father, “ that I have the least 
reliance on that family, although I am inclined to reciprocate their 
kind words and receive their offers of friendship without allowing my- 
self to be deceived by either.” And further on in the same letter she 
says, in regard to allowing her son to visit Pauline Bonaparte, then the 
Princess Borghese, at Rome: “ My resolution is uninfluenced by per- 
sonal feelings, never having felt the least resentment towards any 
individual of that family, who certainly injured me, but not from 
motives which could offend me. I was sacrificed to political consid- 
erations, not to the gratification of bad feelings, and under the pressure 
of insupportable disappointment became not unjust.” 

From her letters there seems to have been frequent rumors afloat 
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in regard to her marrying again, both in this country and in Europe, 
where she was greatly admired. In one letter to her father, written 
in 1823, she says that while the American newspapers were marrying 
her she was making her will. 

Though she obtained a divorce from the Maryland Legislature after 
the fall of Napoleon, it seems to have been rather as a precautionary 
measure against any possible demands Jerome might make upon her 
financially than with a view to marrying again. 

Tom Moore, whom Lady Morgan sent to her with a letter of intro- 
duction, afterwards described her as a beautiful woman, but destitute 
of all sentiment and with a total disbelief in love, on which, indeed, 
she bestowed only ridicule. There can be no doubt, however, of the 
concern and tenderness which she expended upon a dog, Le Loup, 
which belonged to her son, and which she said was “superior to half 
the persons one meets in the world.” There are many traditions of 
her wit, which, though tinged with asperity, was ever ready and scin- 
tillating. The Honorable Mr. Dundas, who sat beside her at a dinner 
in London, she speared so unsparingly with the shafts of her sarcasm 
that his egotism never forgave her. When he asked her, finally, if 
she had read Captain Basil Hall’s book on America, she replied affirma- 
tively. “And did you observe,” he continued bluntly, and with the 
hope of avenging his wounded self-love, “that he called all Americans 
vulgarians?” “Yes,” replied Madame Bonaparte, while the table 
paused to listen, “and I was not surprised. Were the Americans de- 
scendants of the Indians and Esquimaux I should have been. But being 
the direct descendants of the English, nothing is more natural than that 
they should be vulgarians.” For both her wit and beauty she was 


‘ admired by men and women of fastidious taste, among whom were Sir 


Charles and Lady Morgan, Talleyrand, Gortschakoff, and Madame de 
Staél. She so fascinated the Prince of Wurtemberg, uncle of Jerome’s 
second wife, that he confessed his wonderment that Jerome ever could 
have abandoned her. “Si elle n’est pas reine de Westphalia, elle est 
au moins reine des cceurs,” was Baron Bonsteller’s tribute to her. 

She seldom alluded to Jerome, though she believed that she always 
stood first in his heart. She referred in a letter to her father to the 
probability of his coming to Rome while she was there, but added that 
she should not see him, “nor would he like it himself after the un- 
handsome way in which he has always conducted himself. I shall hold 
my tongue, which is all I can possibly do for him.” 

Though the greater part of her life was spent in Europe, and she 
was for a time on terms of considerable intimacy with his family, she 
never met Jerome but once, when they passed each other in the gallery 
of the Pitti Palace in Florence, Jerome with the Princess Catherine 
upon his arm. Though they recognized each other, they passed with- 
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out greeting, Jerome exclaiming, “That was my American wife.” Je- 
rome Napoleon, the son of his American wife, was frequently his guest, 
and was treated wit): much kindness by the Princess Catherine. Jerome, 
however, added practically nothing to this son’s material comfort, 
much to his mother’s chagrin, and at his death in 1860 it was found 
that he had not even mentioned his name in his will, a lack of recogni- 
tion which wounded both mother and son in a more profound sense than 
his lifelong failure to make provision for him had done. So great 
was his son’s resemblance to his family, and particularly to the Emperor, 
that the chargé d’affaires of France at Amsterdam, in 1820, refused 
his mother a passport for him to travel through France. It was a 
strange coincidence that Madame Jerome Bonaparte herself should bear 
a remarkable resemblance to the Bonaparte family, particularly to 
Napoleon and Pauline, even having some of their mannerisms. 

In August, 1855, Louis Napoleon offered to create Jerome Napoleon 
Bonaparte Duke of Sartene, but he declined the honor, as the object 
was to take away his name and the rights he possessed as his father’s 
eldest son. 

At the request of his half-brother a family council was called, 
before which the celebrated Berryer plead the cause of Madame Jerome 
Bonaparte and her son, whose rights were defined as limited exclu- 


sively to the use of the name. 


On November 3, 1829, Jerome Napoleon Bonaparte, to his mother’s 
intense dissatisfaction and disappointment, married an American in 
the person of Miss Susan Mary Williams, of Baltimore. During a 
long residence abroad Madame Bonaparte had become imbued with the 
idea that it was a duty her son owed both to her and to himself to 
ally himself matrimonially with some European family of distinction. 
Writing to her father from Florence, where she was residing at the 
time of her son’s marriage, she said, “I would rather die than marry 
any one in Baltimore, but if my son does not feel as I do upon this 
subject, of course he is quite at liberty to act as he likes best.” 

Her father died in 1835. He had never been in sympathy with 
her desire to live in a foreign country, and had frequently upbraided 
her for her prolonged absence from home. In his will he denounced 
her as an undutiful daughter, bequeathing her a few small houses 
besides the home in which she was born, on the east side of South Street, 
with the lot surrounding it. 

In April, 1879, Madame Bonaparte, who was then in her ninety-fifth 
year, having outlived her son and all of her own generation, passed 
herself from the sphere where she had been so conspicuous a figure. 
She died in a boarding-house in her native city, where she had acquired 
the reputation of being a keen, eccentric old woman. The sorrows 
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of her youth, belonging to the early days of the country, were too remote 
to be remembered by her later-day contemporaries, who discovered in 
her no trace of the bewitching Elizabeth Patterson who had taken by 
storm the heart of the youthful Prince Jerome. 

She rests to-day in Greenmount Cemetery, Baltimore, in a small 
triangular lot which she selected shortly before her death, saying that 
as she had been alone in life, so she wished to be in death. On her 
monument are graven the words that express so much for her: “After 
life’s fitful fever she sleeps well.” 


ONE OF THE LORD’S PEOPLE 
By Mrs. F. K. Hudson 
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VERYBODY knew him as the Old Man of the Mountain, though 
FE he might more correctly have been named the Old Man of the 
Cajion, for his habitation—you could not call it a house—was 
perched upon a rocky shelf projecting from the caiion wall a hundred 
feet above the stream. But he chose the more euphonious title, and 
what the old man liked and the mountaineers could give him he had. 

“Tf I tie to a man,” he used to say, “ I don’t make a slip-knot. It’sa | 
trick I brought with me from the sea—the tying of a knot that sticks.” 

When a traveller or a prospector or a tramp applied to him for 
shelter for the night, he would go close and take what he called a 
“level look” into the new-comer’s eye. Then he would say, “ Yes, sar- 
tin, come right in, pardner, and make yourself to home;” or, “ Better 
pass right on before nightfall. I hain’t got no room for strangers,” 
with emphasis full of meaning on the last word. The stranger nearly 
always accepted it for the last word, too; for it is characteristic of 
the man who reads human nature intuitively to make his meaning plain 
at once. 

When I saw him first it was somewhere between night and morning, 
dark as pitch except when the lightning flashed, and raining torrents. 
I was just about to give up and take my chances for the night lying 
on the ground, when I heard a human voice. 

In the next lull of the wind the voice said, “ Wait for the lightning, 
and look for a trail to the left.” This time I was able to place the 
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sound, and looking up, saw a dim light on the overhanging cliff. I 
found the foot of the trail not far away to the left, and in every flash 
of lightning I took my bearings for a few feet ahead and climbed up 
to the light. With my head bent against the storm and my hat pulled 
down over my eyes, I was for pushing on inside the cabin as soon as J 
reached the door. But the proprietor put his arm across it and said: 
“Hold on thar! Set down on the bench. You’r’ out’n the rain all 
right enough.” 

With that he went inside and removed the light from the one-pane 
window, bringing it out with him. It was a small bull’s-eye lantern, 
proof against the weather, and coming directly in front of me the 
old man held it close to my face and followed its rays with a search- 
ing look. I did not know whether I was being apprehended for a mur- 
derer or about to be killed on the spot, but I managed to sit still and — 
send back a look of my own, that my host afterwards told me was 
“straight goods,” until he suddenly lowered the lantern and said: 
“Them eyes is all right. Come on, pardner.” We went inside, and 
the old man replaced the lantern in the window and put a Davy 
Crockett bar across the door. 

“*Bout half-way drownded and t’other half froze, hain’t you?” 
he said, and then, observing that I was shaking all over and that my | 
fingers were too numb to unbutton my wet coat, he fell to work at it 
himself, saying cheerfully, “ Are you chillin’, pard, or just scairt to 
death ?” 

“T guess we’ll call it chillin’, if you’ve no objection,” I managed 
to say between my chattering teeth. 

“ All right, pardner; strip off the rest of your wet things ona turn 
in between the blankets while I make a fire to dry out. Never see sich 
a dark night as this, did you? and you didn’t see much of this one, I 
reckon, ’cept when the lightnin’ set the air on fire. I’ve seen the ends 
of them long zigzag streaks strike the rocks and roll up into balls, and 
then go bouncing from one point to another like a foot-ball. I call 
them my Grand Opry nights, and I tell you what, there’s no spectacular 
that beats *m. Gittin’ any warm yit? That’s good. Thought you 
would. Here’s your wad, pardner. Your pockets is a’most too wet 
to keep it in just at present. Tuck it down in the blankets some’rs. 
Most too tuckered to keer much about it to-night, I reckon, but it’ll 
look bigger to you in the mornin’. Now I’ve got your duds all spread 
out, which’d you druther do, eat or sleep ?” 

I distinctly recall that I attempted to say I would rather sleep than 
do anything else in the world, but the next thing that I realized was the 
odor of boiling coffee, and I changed my mind. 

“That smells mighty good,” I said; “I think I will take a cup 


of it, since you have taken the trouble to make it.” 
VoL. LXV.—60 
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Then I opened my eyes and found the sun shining in through the 
open door, and my host laughing at me as I turned over and com- - 
prehended that I had slept all night. 

“T’ve seen men sleep that-a-way before,” he said; “plum wore out. 
Good thing you didn’t lay down in the bottom of the cajion last: night. 
Here’s your close all dry. Git into ’m, and come out on the stoop and 
see the crick.” 

Below us was a muddy torrent, rolling stones along with it that 
were large enough to crush the life out of a man in an instant. Above 
us, coming down the steep and narrow gorge, the water was in a white 
foam and fell with a force that shook the hills when it struck the 
rocks at the foot of a precipice. But its maddest time was while it was 
surging on to the next cascade. 

We carried our coffee out to the bench, where we could see the water. 
The old man told me how it had washed away his first cabin, leaving 
not a log nor a trace of it. Fortunately for him, he was up on the 
mountain hunting bear when a cloud-burst took place at the head of the 
cafion and sent down a flood that was deep enough to “ drown a town,” 
he said. 

“ After that I moved my shack up here, and here I’ve stayed ever 
since. Little lonesome you’d call it, I don’t doubt, but it suits me, and 
I ain’t so very onsociable neither by nature, but circumstances some- 
times change a man’s inclinations. I come out here with the Forty- - 
Niners, over pretty much the same part of the country that you crossed, 
I reckon, but we made the road as we come along. I s’pose you’ve been 
to Manitou, down there at the foot of Pike’s Peak. Yes? Well, we 
camped right alongside of the Sody Spring and stayed there a week. 
I was the cook, and I ‘made up my biscuits every day with that bub- 
blin’ water. I tell you they was good, if I do say it. There wasn’t no 
white men top o’ ground in that region then, nor under it neither, but 
Injuns was plenty. It was late in the spring o’ the year, jest the time 
that the game come up from the plains and begun to climb the moun- 
tain slopes for fresh pasture and young twigs and cool water. I never 
see a animal, not exceptin’ the human, enjoy a cool drink from a moun- 
tain stream more’n a deer ora antelope. We had antelope steaks and 
saddles of venison and buffalo roasts that’d be the envy of the Prince 
of Wales, if he could ’a’ sensed ’m with a out-door taste, or smelled ’m 
either, when they was brilin’ on a stick. But we soon discovered that 
the plains Injuns was followin’ up the game, and made a practice of 
stoppin’ at the Springs more’n was comfortable for us. So we moved 
on up the pass. But we didn’t better it much so far as the Injuns was 
concerned. The Utes was after the game too, and they was all ap- 
parently jest makin’ a good ready for their annual war with the ’Rap- 
pahoes. The ’Rappahoes was the plains Injuns, you know, and when 
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they tracked the game into the mountains they was sure to meet the 
’ Utes there on the same arrant. The plains is cleared of Injuns long 
ago, but there’s still a few Utes hangin’ round about here yet. The 
Injuns are harder to drive out of the mountains than the plains, and 
then we’re a little furder west. But that won’t count much longer. 
There soon won’t be no west. The bulk of our people—I’m one of the 
Lord’s people—crossed the range through the South Pass, but we come 
through Ute Pass, as I said, down by Pike’s Peak. Later on, all the 
gold-seekers stopped at Pike’s Peak, ’stid 0’ goin’ on to Californy as 
we did. I hunted and fished all over them mountains and never 
thought o’ lookin’ for gold. Wouldn’t of knowed it, for that matter, 
if it had been stacked up before my eyes in the dirt. It’s. them same 
leads, I’ve no doubt, that’s been found lately over Cripple Creek way, 
only twenty-five miles west of Pike’s Peak. Man alive! if we had only 
knowed what we was leavin’ behind when we crossed the range!” 

The old man paused, as I supposed for want of breath, but instead 
of taking up the story of his journey where he left off, he began tap- 
ving the toe of his heavy boot on the slabs in time to a lively air. 
Presently he said: “I was thinkin’ of the day we had our first 
platform dance and I saw Mary Ann. Golly, but she could dance! 
Dancin’ yet for all I know. You know the Mormons is great for 
dancin’. Everybody dances, old and young. Brother Brigham used 
to say, ‘Dance away the blues. If you can’t do that, build a stone 
fence.’ Mebbe you’ve noticed the stone fences round most every place, 
big and little, in Salt Lake. They was a powerful protection against 
the Injuns, that’s sure; but men was set to buildin’ stone fence some- 
times when it seemed ’s if the only use was to keep somebody out o’ 
mischief. ‘Keep ’m busy and they can’t get discontented,’ Brother 
Brigham said. Brother Brigham was a great man, pardner, and he 
had more revelations than any of the old prophets. I worked for him 
once and I know of my own knowledge of several wonderful things ~ 
that were revealed to him at most unexpected times. 

“For instance, now, if my memory serves me right, it was the 
spring of the year, jest plantin’ time, and Brother Brigham’s big nursery 
was overstocked with Lombardy poplar-trees. Jest seedlin’s they was, 
but strong and sound. What on airth to do with ’em nobody know’d. 
The nursery foreman was a Dutchman, an’ it seemed like every seed he 
put in the ground growed. Brother Brigham has a way of sendin’ off 
to furrin parts and importin’ a man that knows how. Or else he sends 
a young Mormon over the water to learn the best way, and brings him 
home again to teach the others. That’s the way he keeps good music 
goin’ in the Tabernacle and the Temple. Well, as I was sayin’, about 
the time them poplars was right for transplantin’ it was revealed to 
Prother Brigham that everybody ought to plant that partickler kind 
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of a tree. All the streets was to be planted with two rows on each 
side and some down through the middle, and the little farms and coun- 
try roads was to be outlined with ’m. I’d like to take you up on the 
mountain, pardner, and show you how -the revelation’s workin’ out. 
It’s magnificent, perfectly magnificent. 

“And then again the Z. C. M. I. sent on a big order for paint one 
time. Went to a Jersey firm, I b’lieve, and through a mistake it all 
come green—not another color in the hull lot. I tell you what, there 
was a row ’mongst the stockholders of the big store, but that didn’t 
change the color of the paint. Sich a blunder was no small circum- 
stance in them days. No cars to dump it on and send it back. It had 
all been brought over the plains and the mountains in freighters’ 
wagons, and it wa’n’t worth sendin’ half-way back. Next mornin’ 
Brother Brigham come in to the store all beamin’, and said he’d had a 
revelation in the middle of the night that every man was to paint his 
own fence and paint it green! ‘ And what would have become of the 
Lord’s people,’ he said, ‘in the face of such a command, if that cargo 
of paint had come mixed, all colors, like Joseph’s coat.’ Now I count 
them wonderful revelations. They’re practical, of course, but what’s 
the good of things that ain’t? 

“ But as for things spiritchal, Brother Brigham’s jest as good at 
that. 'There was a man once ’at lost a leg, and for a long time after- 
wards he went stumpin’ round on a hick’ry peg. One day Elder Har- ~ 
kins asked him why he didn’t go to Brother Brigham and have his leg 
restored. 

“*Dyou s’pose he c’n do it? said old Peg-leg’s quick’s a wink. 
“Do it! Why, of course he can do it, and glad of the chance to show 
his power,’ the elder said; ‘I wonder you hadn’t thought of it before.’ 
Well, you may be sure Peg lost no time in gettin’ thar after that. And 
what d’you s’pose Brother Brigham said? Why, he said of course he 
could make a new leg, jest’s good a leg as the one that was miss’n’, 
but before he supplied that lost member he was in honor bound to tell 
Peg-leg something that he considered very serious. Says he, ‘If I 
make a new leg for you to use in this life, it will be a part of you, and 
after you die it will be resurrected along with the rest of your body 
when the last trumpet blows.’ 

“* All right, all right,’ Peg-leg put in, ‘that’s jest what I want.’ 

“*¢ But hold on,’ Brother Brigham said, ‘ that hain’t all of it. Both 
of the legs you were born with will be resurrected also, and you’ll have 
to take your choice between goin’ with one leg in this world or havin’ 
three in the next!’ 

“Now that’s what I call a honorable proceedin’. It was a great 
opportunity for Brother Brigham to show his power as the head of 
the church and the representative of the Lord, but he thought of the 
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spectacle of that poor man in heaven with three legs, and resisted the 
temptation. Of course, Peg-leg couldn’t accept Brother Brigham’s 
offer under them conditions nohow. 

“ But if you want to hear good stories about Brother Brigham you’d 
orter go to the old folks’ meetin’. That’s next week down on Utah 
Lake. That’ll be—lemme see—that’ll be the eighteenth reunion since 
I first saw Mary Ann a-dancin’. Good-lookin’ wa’n’t no name for her. 
But they ain’t no use to dwell on female beauty, I reckon. You've 
seen good-lookin’ women-folks, an’ I don’t doubt you have one in your 
mind right now that you think Mary Ann couldn’t ’a’ held a candle to, 
so it’s no use to try to settle that question. Before the next summer 
we was married, and I took her there a bride. It seems more’n fifty 
year ago. Well, well. To make what'd orter been a long story short, 
before another year rolled around I married Huldy too. Ez you know, 
if you know anything about the doctrines of the Church of Jesus 
Christ of Latter Day Saints, it wa’n’t edzactly all my fault, if it was a 
fault, but that didn’t mend matters for me an’ Mary Ann—nor Huldy 
neither, I reckon. And so—mebbe you’ve heard the sayin’ in these 
parts that there’s jest one time when plural wives is happy, and that’s 
when their muchal husband is dead and buried. I say buried, because 
I’ve seen ’em quarrel over where he’d orter be laid out, till you’d ’a’ 
thought he’d ’a’ riz up and walked off into eternity alone. This wise 
sayin’ gave me the only reely great idee I ever had in my life. I con- 
cluded to make my women happy before I was dead and buried by goin’ 
off and leavin’ *em. Seventeen year ago I went prospectin’ for gold. 
Fell off a mountain way out in the back deestrick and was killed. They 
wa’n’t many people travellin’ round in the mountains them days, but 
I managed to find a man that could tell a truthful story for a little 
grub-money, and I s’pose I was mourned with all appropriate honors. 
As time went on, I got sort o’ homesick. Not so much for the celestial 
marriage state, I must confess, as for these old mountains. So I come 
back and located here. There wasn’t any great noise or confusion 
over my comin’. Nobody lived within ten or twelve mile of me. But 
some way I s’pose a rumor reached Salt Lake that me or my ghost was 
seen in these parts. First I knowed of it, I was settin’ here one day 
when I see Huldy comin’ round that pint o’ rock down there at the 
mouth o’ the cajion. She couldn’t see me, I know’d that. I’d had 
sich a possibility in mind for some time back, and I allays kept about 
a week’s rations handy. Stowin’ em away in different parts of my 
close, I streaked it off up the mountain through that thicket of pines 
back there. 

“Well, when I come back, some time afterwards, everything was as 
peaceful as you please. I could see that the house had been tidied up 
some, and the door was shut and tied with a string. I reckon it got 
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middlin’ lonesome here, night and day, for a woman that has as much 
to say in the course of twenty-four hours as Huldy has, ’specially as 
she’d have to listen to the water talkin’ all the time. You can’t say 
nothin’ back to it, for it jest talks right along and never stops. It can 
answer back to any of your thoughts, howsomever. I know that to be a 
fact, for I’ve tried it many a time. But that’s the end of the conversa- 
tion. I knowed it’d be wearin’ on Huldy. I hain’t never been disturbed 
since. But I’ve looked out through friends that both Mary Ann and 
Huldy was comfortable. Mary Ann takes Gentile boarders and Huldy 
helps round. Seems like my departure made the two women right 
good friends. Time was when Brother Brigham didn’t ’low nobody 
to harbor a Gentile, not even if he was a Jew. You know Salt Lake’s 
the only place in the world where a Jew is a Gentile. But when the 
U. P. Railroad come in the business was too good to lose. Brother 
Brigham counselled more’n one of his own wives to take in the rail- 
road hands. Mebbe they could convert ’em, he said. Any way, it was 
their duty to try. Sort o’ supernum’rary some of his women’d got to 
be, I s’pose. You’d nacherly think that’d be the case with twenty-eight 
of ’m in Salt Lake City and scatterin’s in the outlyin’ country. Yes, 
Brother Brigham has had his own tribulations, there’s no doubt about 
that. I’ve heard him say more’n onct that polygamy caused more worry 
and sufferin’ for the men than for the women, and I don’t know but he 
was right. And yet, notwithstandin’ all the troubles he had to put up ~ 
with, he always knowed there was.a mighty power behind him. That 
knowledge sustained him. I was standin’ with him one day on the 
bench just. below the military post, where we could look over miles 
and miles of the valley, when he says to me: ‘ Do you see them bunches 
of mesquite bushes standin’ like sentinels over the hull valley of the 
Great Salt Lake? Well,’ says he, and his voice sounded like a prophet’s, 
‘if the United States, or any other country, should send an armed force 
against my people, every one of these little scrubby bushes would rise 
up and turn into a soldier,—a soldier in full uniform, armed with a 
rifle and a belt full of cartridges. There’s no doubt about it. It has been 
revealed to me that this would come to: pass, so that I may go on and 
labor for my people in the ways that seem best to me. I will be pro- 
tected in whatever I do, for the Lord knows that I work only for the 
good .of Zion. Amen.’ Then he sort o’ woke up and come back to 
earth, and we went on pickin’ out cattle. Some of the cattle had got 
sort o’ mixed, and the best way to settle the disputes between the set- 
tlers was for Brother Brigham to go out and select what he wanted 
to put his own private brand on, and turn the rest over to the most 
deserving men, which, of course, was the ones that obeyed his counsels 
the strictest. But, as I was sayin’, there’s no use my runnin’ on this-a- 
way with stories about Brother Brigham when you can go to the old 
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folks’ meetin’ down to Genevy and hear ’m better told and more of ’m. 
Lemme see, that’s next week. Guess I won’t be there, but you’ll find 
lots of the old settlers just happy to talk to — of old times, if you 
don’t get tired out while you’re here with me.” 

The old man dropped his head into his hands, and his toe started 
again to the time of the dance-tune that was associated with Mary Ann 
and the long ago. I had been trying for severa! minutes to appear to 
pay particular attention to his narrative, while I was furtively watching 
the figure of a woman as she slowly climbed the steep trail to the cabin. 
Whether it were Mary Ann or Huldah I had no means of determining, 
but that it was one of the two I had no doubt whatever. A firmness 
of foot, a steady oncoming as if with a sense of proprietorship, con- 
firmed me in this feeling. Then I thought of Huldah’s former visit 
and decided that it could not be she. It must be Mary Ann. Just what 
kept me from betraying her approach I cannot explain. Perhaps the 
slow and cautious, if somewhat ponderous, step. Perhaps the telepathic 
communication that passed between the woman’s mind and my own. 
This latter view is rather confirmed by the fact that as soon as she 
came within signalling distance she raised a. warning finger to me. I 
comprehended that she meant silence, and obeyed. The old man sat 
with his back towards her, his elbows on his knees, his eyes keeping time 
with a merry twinkle to the time in his toe. His quick ear would have 
heard the slight noises that the woman’s step unavoidably made on the 
pebbly path had he not been so absorbed in pictures of the past. Sud- 
denly, when a few more steps would have set her foot upon the slab 
flooring of the stoop, he sprang up and turned towards her, startled 
by the nearness of the sound of approach. I have always thanked the 
fates that took -me there to see the play of emotion in the face of the 
Old Man of the Mountain when he discovered his wife at the very 
threshold: of his hermitage. He seemed too dazed to move from his 
position, but he gasped out “Mary Ann” in breathless astonishment 
and waited. The woman did not hesitate an instant, but came right on 
past him and seated herself in the chair he had just vacated. The old 
man turned again and bent his keen eyes upon her with more and more 
relaxation showing in his face, Much evidently hung upon what -she 
would say, and when her quick breaths had:lengthened a little and she 
began to speak, his face lighted up with pleasure. . Almogt her firyt 
words conveyed message he was expecting. .. 

_ “Here I am,” she. began. “ You know what you pices sepeiabtien 
year. ago, and you know what I said. Well, Huldy’s dead and buried. 
She had as respectable a funeral as anybody need want, I seen to that 
myself, as you knowed I would, and I paid all the expenses too. Then 
I come up here. I knowed you’d be lookin’ for me, and I said I’d 


come.” 
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“Well, well, well!” I heard the old man say, but the remainder of 
his observation I could not catch, for I had started up the trail to the 
spring to fetch a pail of water, and was making all the noise I con- 
veniently could with my feet in the gravel. 

When I came back with the water the old man was inside the cabin 
rattling among the tins. Mary Ann called out to him: 

“What are you pokin’ ’round for in there?—commencin’ to get 
supper ?” 

“Not much,” came the prompt reply; “don’t ketch me foolin’ 
with victuals when there’s such a cook as you about. I’m jest gettin’ 
some grease to put on my tother shoes,” he added as he came out with 
a can of grease in one hand and a pair of coarse shoes in the other. 

“Want to rub it in and set ’m away to soften up,” he continued, 
“ready to wear to the old-folks’ meetin’ down at Genevy next week.” 

The shadow of a smile stole over the round yet careworn face of 
the woman, but she said nothing. I concluded that she must be dif- 
ferent from Huldah and the talking water of the cajion creek. 

“If you must be goin’, pardner,” said the old man, after I had 
insisted upon saying good-by, and assured him that I had trespassed 
upon his hospitality much longer than I had any intention of doing 
when I waked up and was greeted with the odor of boiling coffee—“ if 

you must be goin’, I’m bleeged to wish you good-luck, but I can safely 
promise you a better supper than you had last night if you’ll just stay 
till she gets it ready,” nodding familiarly to his wife, as if his memory 
of her accomplishments in that line were as fresh as those of yesterday. 
As I bade them both farewell and took up my Alpenstock, Mary Ann 
picked up a basket that she had brought with her and started into the 
cabin as if she were indeed at home. She was no doubt going to per- 
form the sweetest task that had fallen to her lot in many years, and one 
that she must have planned and looked forward to many times—the 
preparation of a meal for her husband and herself. They two, and no 
more. 

The old man accompanied me a little way down the trail—far 
enough to be out of hearing—and then said, pointing his thumb sig- 
nificantly back in the direction of the cabin: “ Pretty likely company 
you leave me with, eh? Not many like her in these parts. Now, I 
want you to promise me one thing. Come to the old folks’ meetin’ 
down on Utah Lake and see her dance next week.” 

And I promised. As I trudged back to Salt Lake over the ten or 
_ twelve miles that she had walked that day, I saw a vision, through the 
old man’s eyes, of Mary Ann as she appeared twenty years before, when 
he first beheld her, and, thank heaven, as he saw her yet—young, rosy, 


beautiful, and dancing. 
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On the 6th day of July, 1899, I took passage at Salt Lake City on 
a train of twenty-one passenger coaches, all filled with old settlers of 
Salt Lake County bound for Geneva. This little resort is located on | 
the east shore of Utah Lake, a beautiful body of fresh water discharg- 
ing its surplus through the river Jordan into the Great Salt Lake, 
which has no surface outlet. The swift little river takes its name, of 
course, from the Jordan of the Holy Land that empties into the Dead 
Sea, the only inland body of water in the world that is more heavily 
impregnated with salt than the great lake of Utah. 

It is a beautiful valley through which the classic stream runs, and 
the skill and industry of the Mormons have made it to blossom like 
the rose. 

‘The old people who enjoyed their twenty-fifth annual outing in 
this manner numbered eleven hundred and fifty. In this large com- 
pany the observed of all were four old gentlemen, each decorated with 
a white badge, the badge of greatest honor, denoting that they had lived 
over ninety summers and ninety winters on this earth. And, according — 
to their belief as taught in the doctrines of the Mormon religion, they 
had all lived many years before their appearance in this world,—so 
many years, in fact, that no man, not even the prophets who projected 
into the past as well as the future, could say when their entity began. 
If questioned concerning this curious faith, they quoted glibly from 
the Scriptures to prove the pre-existence of Christ. 

“What would you make,” said one of the veterans, “ of these state- 
ments in John xvi., 28, and xvii., 5: ‘I came forth from the Father, 
and am come into the world; again, I leave the world and go to the 
F ther.’ ‘And now, O Father, glorify thou me with thine own self 
with the glory which I had with thee before the world was.’ ” 

And if one were not satisfied with the analogy, they would say: 
“ Pre-existence was understood and acknowledged by the disciples. In 
John ix., 1, 2, you will remember that we read: ‘ And as Jesus passed 
by, he saw a man which was blind from his birth. And his disciples 
asked him, saying, Master, who did sin, this man, or his parents, that — 
he was born blind? ” 

Not only do these old men believe that they existed and had an in- 
dividuality before they were born upon earth, but they believe, further- 
more, that every event of their lives on this earth was both pre-ordained 
and pre-lived. A new school of logic and a new scheme of metaphysics 
must be called into use when listening to them, and yet their converse 
in intensely interesting. Indeed, it was so absorbing to me that I would 
have prolonged my interview with them until nightfall, forgetful of 
all else but the unknown philosophy of this peculiar people, had not 
one of the eldest of these wise men reminded us that the games were 
about to begin. 
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True enough, by the time we reached the platform three women 
over seventy years of age had presented themselves as entitled to the 
prizes offered for driving teams across the plains in 1849. Half-a- © 
dozen others were awarded prizes because they had each dragged a hand- 
cart over the weary miles of plain and mountain that lay between civili- 
zation and Great Salt Lake during the forties. Prizes were announced 
for the oldest clothes, and fantastic finery was exhibited that had been 
brought from far-away places,—a suit that was made in London, 
another from Copenhagen, and one that was home-woven of mixed cot- 
ton and buffalo hair. The cotton had been taken from a bed “com- 
forter” and re-carded and spun, and the buffalo hair was gathered 
from the “ wallows” on the plains, and also carded and spun at home, 
by a family in Western Kansas during one snow-bound winter when it 
was impossible in any other manner to renew the wardrobe of the hus- 
band and father, who must brave the elements for all the household. 
This family afterwards became converts to Mormonism and carried 
these garments with them to Utah. 

One aged, white-haired man, who might well have posed for a figure 
in the Prophets’ frieze of the Boston Library, had travelled with Joseph 
Smith to “ Camp Zion” in Missouri, and had many wonderful reminis- 
cences to relate of the persecutions and the faith of the Lord’s People. 

And then the dances were called. “ And.so these old folks really 
dance,” I said to my elbow neighbor, an ex-plural wife, but a likely 
one of eighty-three years. “Dance! indeed and they do,” she said, 

“and to-day we are to have a great treat: a dance by a man who has 
not shuck a foot in seventeen year. He went off after marryin’ two 
women in Salt Lake and nobody never heard of him again. T’other 
day one of his wives died, and I did hear tell that the one that was left 
said she would find him. Sure enough, they turned up together here 
to-day, and they are going to lead the ‘ Money-Musk.’ She said that 
she would, if he would dance a jig afterwards and win her a new dress 
for a prize. It is a mighty fine pattern that is offered for the best jig 
by a man that is past sixty. Unless the women is past seventy-five, 
they don’t have to tell their age. They don’t care to, you see, and some 
p'intedly objects to tellin’ of it then. There as come now! Doesn’t 
Mary Ann look spry ?” 

I turned and saw my friends. I had looked in vain for them in 
the train and as I wandered about the Geneva camp, and had despaired 
of realizing my hope of meeting them and seeing them dance. But 
there they were,—the new-found husband’s jeans and brogans a little 
the worse for the dust of the overland , but his face transfigured 
with happiness. 

Mary Ann’s cheeks were ean the color of a pink carnation, but 
it was by an infusion of the life-blood of youth, miraculously drawn 
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from the long-dry fount of her own experience. They tripped up the 
few steps that led to the raised platform, and after them came perhaps 
ten.other couples, all in the hey-day of age. Mary Ann ‘made the first 
bow in response to the command of the ancient fiddler to “ Saloot yer 
pardners!” and it was instantly a foregone conclusion that she would - 
win the prize. But the whole figure was danced through with gusto 
- not with grace, and knees forgot their stiffness and backs their 
“ ericks,” 

I withdrew sciinededs into the background, where I was screened 
from sight by my new acquaintances, but yet commanded an excellent . 
view of the dancers. That I would not have lost for all the prizes 
dispensed that day at the reunion, but I had an instinctive fear that 
sight of me might embarrass Madam Mary ‘Ann, and I would not have 
detracted in the slightest degree from the enjoyment of that royal day, 
so long waited for by the faithful couple. During the first break in 
the figure, when dancers and musician seemed to have simultaneously 
succumbed to the unusual exertion, I heard a well-remembered voice 
say: “I’m blamed if this hain’t harder work ’n climbin’ mount’ns an’ 
pro-spectin’ for mines. Wy! Mary Ann, I’m as tuckered as that feller 
that clim up to my place in the storm night afore you come. D’ you 
mind? An’ I’m a good deal wuss winded ’n you was when you got there 

that baskit.” 

Hearing this, and being thereby assured that I was not forgotten 
even on this day of days, I asked the company of a sprightly old lady 
of seventy or eighty, and we stepped upon the platform and joined the 
reel. The greeting that I received from my friend of the cafion and 
his bride made me glad that I had come. As the music tuned up again 
I heard the old man whisper in Mary Ann’s ear, “ Go yer purtiest now, 
an’ dance fer all yer wuth,” and she did. Dance as only Mormons can 
did they all, but none was more willing to endure the labor which he 
had said was “hard’r’n prospectin’” than Mary Ann’s husband, and 
Mary Ann herself was the belle of the ball. 

~ [left them dancing, my partner not being equal to more than one 
“turn,” and took the through train that passed by long before the 
festivities closed. But as I rode back to Salt Lake City I dreamed all 
the way of an overland journey in the night-time, under the stars—a 
journey made by two re-united lovers. I saw their strong hands clasped 
in silent trust, and I knew that within their hearts was peace. When at 
last they halted at the mouth of the cafion, and Mary Ann waited by 
while her husband put his faithful broncho in the cave-like shelter 
there, I heard the talking water bidding them welcome. And as they 
began their ascent to their eyrie home on the mountain side, it called 
louder and clearer 

“Welcome, welcome, ‘both ye of the Lord’ People.” 
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THE SWISS PASSION PLAY 


By Christine Terhune Herrick 
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VERYONE has heard of the Passion Play of Oberammergau. 
3 Comparatively few who speak English know of the Passion 
Play of Selzach. Yet in this quiet little German-Swiss village 
is presented, not once in ten years, but every summer, a Passion Play 
which competent judges pronounce to be hardly inferior to the better 
known drama given in Bavaria. 
Selzach is on the very border between Switzerland and Germany. 
In appearance it is not remarkable, consisting of scattered knots of 
houses, a few small shops, two or three inns, and several watch fac- 
tories, besides the school-house and a few churches. The inhabitants 
are chiefly farmers and mechanics, yet among these there are enough 
young people to support and conduct a thriving dramatic society, while 
the musical clubs are marked by unusual activity. The village is for- 
tunate in possessing a public-spirited mayor and a school-master of 
unusual musical ability, and it is due to them that the idea of the 
Passion Play, first conceived by a few citizens in 1890, was successfully 


put into execution, and it has been given now for five years. 
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The enthusiasm which greeted the performance of 1896 was so 
great that the committee in charge felt justified in erecting a permanent 
play-house where the drama is now given. There are seventeen per- 
formances in the course of the summer, most of them taking place on 
Sunday. The play is so deeply devotional in its character, and is 
viewed with such reverence by the actors and other villagers, that it 
impresses the spectators as a solemn religious function rather than a 
dramatic representation. 
It. was a hot July morning when we arrived in Selzach. Having 
serious doubts concerning the hotels of the village, which are decidedly 
primitive in their nature, we had spent the night in Bienne, about half 
an hour distant by rail, and come over by an early train. The cars 
were very full, the crowd of travellers in ordinary dress being diversified 
by Swiss women, old and young, in the picturesque peasant costume of 
the region, the full skirt, the velvet bodice, the flaring white sleeves, 
and the showy silver chains. A touch of incongruity was given to the 
quaint and attractive garb by the fact that the women who wore it 
were almost always crowned with cheap and modern hats, or bonnets 
utterly out of keeping with the rest of their dress. 

The road from the station was marked by tall poles bearing Swiss 
flags—the white cross on the red ground. There were no vehicles in 
waiting, and the Sabbath hush was broken only by the murmur of 
voices. The theatre was about ten minutes distant from the railway, 
a bare, unpainted wooden structure, rectangular in shape, and fitted 
up with rows of long pews. The places ranged in price from two to 
eight francs apiece, and the hall, which had a seating capacity of twelve 
hundred, was well filled. Fifteen minutes before the hour of per- 
formance a trumpet signal given in the village announced that it was 
time for the spectators to take their places, and this signal was repeated 
at intervals of five minutes. When the performance began the doors of 
the play-house were closed, excluding late comers, as nothing is per- 
mitted to interfere with the dignity and solemnity of the representation. 

The heavy curtain went up, showing a drop curtain painted with 
pictures of Moses and the four Evangelists, and the man who through- 
out took the part of a Chorus and delivered explanations of the various 
scenes came forward to give the prologue. He wore a long white tunic, 
or undergarment, falling to his feet and girdled with a cord. Over 
his shoulders was flung a full velvet robe. In the early part of the 
performance this was a rich red, later he changed it for a similar robe 
of blue, and this was in turn discarded for black during the concluding 
scenes of the Passion. 

The prologue, like all other speech and song throughout, was in 
German, and was followed by a recitative, from the hidden choir, of 


958 The Swiss Passion Play 


the opening passages of Haydn’s “Creation,” “In the beginning God 
created the heaven and the earth, etc.” 

The curtain rose for the first scene. It was to us a distinct dis- 
appointment,—a misty picture, cloud after cloud of gauze rolling up, 
disclosing finally an ordinary stage landscape with stream, trees, flowers, 
and the like. There was nothing striking or impressive about it. The 
curtain fell; there followed another declamation, and the same scene 
was shown again, with the addition of two living figures, Adam and 
Eve, almost concealed by a clump of shrubbery. 

Only their heads, shoulders, and arms appeared above the bushes, 
whose covert they seemed to have sought with a consciousness of their 
disrobed condition, which they ought not to have appreciated, accord- 
ing to history, until after the Fall. The imperfect glimpses gained 
of the parents of the race were not encouraging to a faith in the beauty 
of humanity when newly created, and it seemed a pity than the planners 
of the Passion Play had not gone far enough afield in their search 
for performers to have found some better representatives of men and 
women in a condition of innocence and consequent charm. 

In the'next tableau, “The First Murder,” Abel lay prone on the 
ground, while Cain drew back in horror from his dead brother. Pic- 
tures from the histories of Abraham, Jacob and Joseph, and Moses 
followed, and after these came tableaux of the picturesque events which 
preceded the Nativity. There was a charming picture of “The Birth © 
of Christ.” The child was the same who had earlier taken the part 
of the infant Moses, and the mother was a beautiful girl with a real 
Madonna face. About them were grouped Joseph and a few other 
figures, a friendly mouse-colored donkey stood by and placidly twitched 
his ears, @ cow was in a stall, and sheep and lambs lay in the foreground. 
The child was a dear baby, and it gave a touch of naturalness to see 
him turn his head to watch the curtain as it went down. The choir 
chanted a tender lullaby during the scene. “The Adoration of the 
Magi” was even more lovely, for a light shone on the baby and mother 
and seemed to radiate from them and fall on the kneeling ‘wie of 
the three Eastern kings. 

Several occurrences from the life of Christ were shown, terminating 
with the Palm Sunday entrance into Jerusalem, and with this closed the 
morning performance. 

In the two hours’ intermission there was a chance to see of what 
material the audience was made. It consisted chiefly of German and 
French Swiss, principally the former, and was mainly recruited from 
the middle and peasant classes. ‘There were a few English, and here 
and there was a rare American. 

We were hungry and tired after our journey from Bienne and the 
long morning session, and longed unspeakably for quiet and retirement. 
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Neither were to be found in the so-called hotel, where we were seated 
on long benches at rough tables and served with an ill-cooked and too- 
lengthy dinner, in company with a perspiring crowd of native tourists. 
After three-quarters of an hour in close quarters with a party of Ger- 
mans whose feats of skill in conveying food to their mouths on the 
blades of their knives would have done credit to sleight-of-hand per- 
formers, we were glad to escape to the shelter of a great tree near by 
and sit quietly on a huge log awaiting the hour of the afternoon per- 
formance. 

The Passion Play i is evidently the chief occupation of the villagers, 
during the summer season, at least, and it was interesting to try to 
identify the actors as they passed in their ordinary garb. The chil- 
dren one could easily tell, for they had not changed the white frocks 
they wore on the stage, but it was less easy to know the others. With 
the pretty courtesy of the Germans, few villagers failed to salute us 
as they went by, recognizing us as strangers, and with all our fervent 
patriotism we wondered how many men and boys in an average Ameri- 
can town would have paused to pull off their hats and murmur a salu- 
tation on casually passing visitors on the road. 

e 

The afternoon performance dealt entirely with the Passion of Christ, 
and in its treatment differed in many respects from the morning’s 
representation. Instead of a preponderance of tableaux, there were 
more scenes in which the personages took an active part. In the first 
picture there was a hall shown in which there appeared the High Priest 
and the Sanhedrim, and there was an animated discussion between 
them as to the best means of ridding themselves of the new teacher, 
followed by the entrance of the false witnesses, who offered to swear to 
utterances of Christ that would prove Him worthy of death. 

The High Priest, a fine-looking man, clad in full canonical robes 
and wearing the breastplate with twelve stones, representing the twelve 
tribes of Israel, evidently appreciated the dignity of his position and 
meant that others should not undervalue it. He laid down the law to 
the Sanhedrim, bullied the witnesses, and, in theatrical phrase, “ kept 
the centre of the stage” for himself. 

There was a succession of scenes and tableaux after this of the 
events of the last three days before the Crucifixion. Among the most 
striking of these were Christ’s appearances before Pilate. In the first 
He is shown in an open space in front of the Governor’s palace, at- 
tended by His accusers and a crowd of angry Jews calling for His 
death. The arguments between His enemies and Pilate were spirited, 
and the whole scene would have done credit to a well-managed theatre. 

Equally impressive was the third appearance before the Judgment 
Hall of the wearied and tortured sufferer, when Pilate, after a final 
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attempt to save the prisoner, calls for water, washes his hands, and 
breaks his wand. The setting of the picture, with Roman soldiers, 
‘the servants of the Governor, and the stormy populace was: striking i in . 
the extreme. 


THE HIGH PRIEST. 


We had rather dreaded the scene of the “ Crucifixion.” In some 
respects the Christ had disappointed us, as any representation of the 
Saviour of men must fall short of the ideal of that Divine Personality 
which each one carries in his soul. The “ Crucifixion,” however, sol- 
emn though it was, was not harrowing either in the first appearance, 
when the sufferer had just been hung on the cross, or in the second, 
when He was shown in death, the head drooped to one side, the whole 
form relaxed 

“The Descent from the Cross” was again like the conventional 
picture of the scene, as was the “Burial.” With all these pictures 
there had been much music, pathetic and solemn, and a variety of 
hymns written in the peculiarly touching etait to which the 
German language lends itself so readily. 

“The Resurrection,” with the risen Christ issuing from the rock- 
hewn tomb, the Roman guards falling back in affright, a beautiful light 
falling upon the person of Jesus, was the real climax and far more 
impressive than the scene of the Ascension, which followed, or the 
vision of the glorified Christ in Heaven surrounded a angels, with 
which the representation ended. 


q 
; 
. 


OF THE MONTH 
> 


“ Being comments from week to week until the relief of 
Lessons of the War. Ladysmith,” writes Mr. Wilkinson in his sub-title. He 
aa Wilkin- has collected here his series of weekly reviews of the 

ap : South African war, as contributed. to The London Letter, 
with such few. revisions as have been found necessary: “In revising the 
articles, [he says,] I have found few alterations necessary. _My views have 
not changed, and to make the details of the battles accurate would hardly be 
practicable without more information than is likely to be at hand until after 
the return of the troops. 

So we are not to consider the book in any way a history of the war, which, 
in fact, Mr. Wilkinson frankly says it is impossible to produce at the present 
time: “The history of a war cannot be properly written until long after its 
close, for such a work must be based upon a close study of the military corre- 
spondence. of the generals and upon the best records to be had of the doings of 
both sides. Nor can the tactical lessons of a war be fully set forth until de- 
tailed and authoritative accounts of the battles are accessible.” And those of 
us who waded through article upon article and volume upon volume concerning 
the Spanish-American war are very much inclined to agree with Mr. Wilkinson. 

But the lessons of the war, in so far as the facts may be sifted from the 
mass of evidence, are not obscure; certainly not obscure to.anyone whose occu- 
pation has led him to indulge in any close study of war,—some of the lessons, 
indeed, are painfully patent to every layman. To quote from the book is prac- 
tically impossible,—at least, with any idea of doing justice to Mr. Wilkinson. 
Yet his opinion as to why the British reverses were so constant and so grievous 
during the earlier part of the conflict may be given: Writing on The Eve of 
War (October 11th, 1899) he says in part: “ There is no sign of any mistake 
or neglect in the military department of the army. . . . The present situation, 
in which the Boers start favourably handicapped for five weeks certain, is the 
foreseen consequence of the decision of the Cabinet to postpone the measures 
necessary for the defence of the British colonies and for attack upon the Boer 
States. This decision is not attributable to imperfect information.” And so 
on. Mr. Wilkinson is one of the few who really understand this matter, so far 
as it may be understood at all. He has made his book interesting reading, as 
well as a valuable source of information. Its publication in this country by the 
J. B. Lippincott Company guarantees its typographical excellence. 


BOOKS 


The first volume of the Tenth Series of this notable 
International Clinics. work is just now published. The first section has to do 
Vol. 1. with Disease in the Philippines and Camp Sanitation—a 

. subject of interest to laymen as well as to physicians, 

—including two articles on Medical Conditions in the Philippines, by Drs. . 

Simon Flexner and Louis F. Atlee, one on Camp Management, by Henry la 

Mott, M.D., and one on Typhoid Fever among the Troops at Chickamauga in 

1898, by Victor C. Vaughan, M.D. Other sections are devoted to Therapeutics, 

Medicine, Neurology, Surgery, Obstetrics and Gynecology, Pathology, Diseases 

of the Eye and Ear, and the Progress of Medicine, this last under the charge of 

Henry W. Cattell, M.D., and N. J. Blackwood, M.D. Among the contributions 
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may be cited those upon A New Era in Electro-Therapeutics, Leprosy, The Ne- — 
‘cessity for Isolation and Hospital Care for Poor Consumptives, A Clinical Study 
of Paresis, Lobulated Lipoma of the Hand (with Skiagraph), and Foreign 
Bodies Removed from the Vitreous Chamber by the Electric Magnet,—though 
such citations depend upon an arbitrary selection at best. The twenty-five 
authors are representative of the United States (including surgeons of the 
Army and Navy), England, France, and Germany. The illustrations include 
Plates (with two Skiagraphs) and Figures. Like its predecessors, the present 
volume is from the Lippincott Press. 
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The book is thoroughly and essentially practical, and the 
A Manual of Obstet- methods described are, in the end, simple. Dr. Cooke 
rical Technique. By eliminates the “hospital idea,” and writes solely from 
Joseph Brown Cooke, +16 point of view of the private practitioner, even his 
M.D. Illustrated. 
illustrations being designed to show the methods em- 
ployed, not in a lying-in institution, but in the every-day work of the prac- 
tising physician. He treats of Outfits for the Physician and the Patient; the 
Early Months and Last Months of Pregnancy; the Preparation for Labor, the 
Labor itself; the Puerperium; the Infant; Forceps, Version, and Craniotomy ; 
Perineorrhaphy; Trachelorrhaphy; Symphyseotomy; The Douche; Abortion, 
Premature Labor, and Curettage; the Obstetrician; The Obstetrical Nurse,— 
in all, sixteen chapters, with Appendices, in which are detailed (A) the author’s 
eard-system for histories of his obstetrical cases; (B) a small pamphlet pre- 
pared for private distribution among his obstetrical patients; it contains sug- 
gestions and advice which should be followed out to the letter by such patients; 
and (C) a sheet of instructions, given by the author to every nurse in at- 
tendance on his obstetrical cases. 

The Manual—Lippincott—will be of undoubted service, particularly “to 
those younger members of the profession who are just beginning the struggle 
against the adverse conditions so constantly encountered in the ordinary prac- 
tice of midwifery.” ; 

> 

“One of the most curious sensations in life [writes Mrs. 

The Peacemaker. By Stannard] is that which a young woman experiences 
ig Strange Win- when she first goes to be inspected by her future hus- 

sei band’s near relations.” Very true, no doubt. Florence 
Milvane found it so, at all events, when she made her first visit to her fiancé’s 
people. For they were the Peacemakers,—a religious sect founded by the 
head of the family, upon the basis of peace for the soul,—and they lived 
in the Abode of Peace, which was not distinguished in any way, other than by 
its name, from the residence of any family of this class and standing; their 
chief peculiarity was the greeting “ Peace be with you,” bestowed upon all — 
with whom they had dealings. So far, good, if the creed had worked; but it 
did not prevent its founder from being a family despot, on which fact hinges the 
main episode of Mrs. Stannard’s latest tale. Those who desire to know why 
and how it happened, and the manner of its ending, must read the tale for them- 
selves—but that is never a penance with one of Mrs. Stannard’s books. The 


current number of the Lippincott Select Series, it may be had in paper and 


cloth bindings. 


Brown’s typewriter had a cold in her head. Brown, who was an 
The Atone- impulsive, generous man, observed her sniffing and asked her 
ree rea what she was doing for the cold. 
“ Nothi’g,” said she. : 
“Tl call up my family doctor and get him to prescribe for you,” said 
Brown kindly. “It’s no use being uncomfortable longer than necessary.” 
While he was waiting for Central to give him the doctor’s number a start- 
* ling thought came to him. What if the doctor should mention to Brown’s wife 
that Brown had telephoned him about the typewriter? Brown’s wife quite be- 
lieved that Brown was possessed of charms that attracted all women to him 
irresistibly, especially typewriters, and she was wildly jealous of the industrious 
soul to whom Brown was really interesting only on salary days. 

“Gad,” said Brown, as he thought of the blunder he had so nearly com- 
mitted, “ that would have raised the deuce.” 

* Hullo,” came the voice of the doctor. 

“Hullo,” replied Brown. “That you, doctor? Say, doctor, I’ve got a 
mighty bad cold. Can’t you send around something for it?” 7 

“What sort of a cold?” asked the other end. 

“It’s in my head, I think,” ventured Brown. 

“You think! Don’t you know?” came in a tone of some surprise. “ What 
are your symptoms?” 

Brown had not thought of that, and he stammered in sudden panic. He 
was not much used to lying. ; 

“Wait a minute, doctor,” he said, and rushed over to his typewriter. 
“ What’re your symptoms,—quick! quick!” he whispered. 

“ Cough,” said she, “ tickling in my throat, headache, constant thirst, can’t 
breathe through my nose.” r. 

Brown rushed back to the phone. “ Cough, doctor,” he said, “ tickling in 
my throat, constant thirst, headache, can’t breathe through my nose.” 

“That sounds bad,” said the doctor after a moment. “I’d better run 
around to see you. I’ll be around in an hour. I can’t prescribe for anything as 
serious as that without seeing you.” 

“ Sorry,” gasped Brown, “ but I’m just going out of town.” 

“Not with that cold. I’ll be right up. Good-by,” said the doctor, ringing 
off. Brown scarcely had time to get well scared before the doctor hurried in. 
“ You’re looking pretty well,” were his first words. 

“Oh, yes,” said Brown grimly, “I look better than I feel.” 

The doctor unbuttoned Brown’s coat and listened for a rattling in his 
chest. He tapped.him for a soreness, examined his tongue, felt his pulse, and 
looked grave as Brown had a paroxysm of coughing. | 

“ Brown,” said he, “ you are a mighty sick man. You ought to be in bed 
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this very minute. This is Saturday. Now you hurry home, and don’t you leave 
your house till Monday; better stay.in bed. Take one of these dark tablets 
every two hours and three quinine pills after each meal. Good-by. Be sure and 
let me know how you are getting on.” é 

Brown turned the tablets over to his typewriter, and was enjoying his 
papers on Sunday afternoon when he was horrified to see the doctor at his door. 

“T got worried about you,” said the doctor, “ and thought I’d drive around. 
Medicines help you any?” 

“Oh, wonderfully,” said Brown; “I feel like a different man.” 

“How many tablets have you left?” asked the doctor. “Let me see them, 
Brown.” | 

“Oh, there’s plenty left, plenty left,” said Brown nervously. 

“ But I want to see them,” insisted the doctor. 

* Well, you can’t see them,” blurted out Brown. “The infernal things are 
at the office.” 

“Why, Henry,” broke in Mrs. Brown, much aggrieved, “why didn’t ome 
tell me that you were ill? Such things ought not to be kept from me. Is he 
very ill, doctor?” ‘ 

“T want you to get him to bed at once,” said the doctor decisively. “He 
has got the grip. If he had taken that medicine he might have warded it off, 
but now it is too late. His hands are cold, his forehead’s covered with perspira- 
tion, and his circulation is mighty bad.” | 

_ “T don’t want to go to bed,” said Brown with much heat. “I’m better. 
That tickling in my throat has gone, and I can breathe through my nose now.” 

* All goes to show that the cold has left your head and has settled in your ~ 
whole system,” said the doctor. “If you don’t go to bed at once, I’ll not answer 
for the consequences.” 

Brown resisted till the doctor and Mrs. Brown wore him out between them, 
and he went to bed. : 

“ Get him in a profuse perspiration as soon as possible,” ordered the doctor ; 
and Mrs. Brown buried Brown several feet deep under hot blankets. 

“‘ Now give him a bow] of hot lemonade and whiskey,” ordered the doctor. 

“TI can’t go hot lemonade. It makes me sick,” said the mutinous Brown. 

“Never mind,” insisted the doctor. “I’ll give you something to settle your 
stomach. We're going to sweat this grip out of you.” 

As Brown lay there under a half-dozen blankets that afternoon, he glared 
about him with the perspiration oozing from every pore, and swore to discharge 
the typewriter on Monday. He cursed his generous impulses and condemned 
all doctors to a place warm enough to sweat out grip without extra blankets. 
As Mrs. Brown bustled in that evening with a bowl of weak broth in place of 
his usual excellent Sunday dinner she heard Brown mutter: 


“Oh, what a tangled web we weave, 
When first we practise to deceive.” 


She set the tray down hastily and hurried the maid to the drug-store to 
telephone the doctor that Brown had grown delirious and he had better come 
immediately. 


Caroline Lockhart. 
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An infant’s food must be used 
because cow’s milk, the only 
thing which can be used as 
the groundwork in the child’s 


artificial food, differs materially 

from its natural food— mother’s 
Walter B. E milk. There is too much casein 

or cheesy portion in cow’s milk, tet 
and this casein is € 
easily coagulated, still, when coagulated, it is less easily digested than 
is the casein of mother’s milk. — 
There is less sugar in cow’s milk than mother’s milk. If, to reduce the 
amount of casein, the milk is diluted with water, this small proportion of 
sugar becomes still less. Some method of modification, then, is 
necessary to adapt cow’s milk to the infant’s powers of digestion, and to 
make the constituents (casein, sugar, etc.) exist in the right proportion. 
The only suitable food for an infant is that food which modifies the milk, 
which provides the proper nutritive elements in the proper proportions, and 
which supplies these nutritive elements in proportions adapted to the 
needs of children of different strengths, weights, ages and conditions. 
Mellin’s Food supplies the nutritive elements in their proper proportions. 
and meets the requirements of an infant’s food. 

Send us a postal for a free sample of Mellin's Food. 


MELLIN’S FOOD COMPANY, Boston, Mass. - | 


A Mellin's Food Baby. 
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Tue Hydrographer of the Navy has many convincing proofs of the 

KSnisng slight knowledge possessed by the world at large in regard to the 

Demand scope of the work of the Hydrographic Office. There are very few 

people who are aware that its charts guided our fleets into Spanish 

harbors, pointing out every reef and shoal of danger; that mariners everywhere 

look to them for accurate predictions of winds, storms, and treacherous cur- 

rents; that the appliances, organization, and methods by which these results 
are obtained are nothing less than marvellous. 

But the mere fact that the United States Hydrographic Office issues 
“ charts” is widely understood, as was shown recently when a spruce little man 
bustled into the office and asked for “ charts.” 

“What charts do you want?” 

* All of them,” was the sweeping answer. 

When he was told that they numbered many thousands and, therefore, it 
was necessary to specify for what seas or harbors he wanted them, he showed 
great surprise and disappointment, and announced that he was a “ ladies’ 
tailor” from San Francisco seeking “dress charts”! 

Alethe Lowber Craig. 
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THE trolley-car ran up against the rear platform of the car ahead 
The Trial by and stopped with a jolt. The Average Citizen jerked his nose out 
Trolley of his paper, scowled ferociously at the man opposite, and dis- 
| covered that the man opposite was scowling at him; so the 
Average Citizen transferred his scowl first to the conductor and then to the 
motorman, after which he tore open his overcoat and yanked out his watch. 
Seeing it was nine o’clock, he ground his teeth, shuffled his feet, and hurled his 
watch back under his coat. The Average Citizen was not due at his office till 
eleven o’clock, but he was just as cross as if he were making a close connection 
for the Washington Limited on his way to accept an office from the adminis- 
tration. 

The pallid young man, who was in the banking business and who was 
figuring a bond deal on the margin of his paper, whirled around, glared out 
the car door, and began to fume. He was thinking how much better they did 
things in Chicago, having been born in Chicago. He no longer had room in his 
mind even for bonds, but concentrated himself on the iniquity and the personal 
insult of delaying a Chicago man by a miserable car blockade. 

The red-headed man, whom all the regular patrons of the car disliked 
secretly because he parted his hair down the back of his head and because no 
one knew his business,—two crimes in the City of Brotherly Love,—thrust his 
hands deep in his pockets, stretched out his feet, and glowered. 

The plain little woman of uncertain age, who directed envelopes in a 
down-town office, drew her hands uneasily in and out her plush muff. She was 
due at the office at nine-fifteen, and her employer had little sympathy for plain 
employees of uncertain age. 

The passenger who had distinguished himself by making one hundred and 
ten thousand dollars in selling fish on commission arose hastily and rushed to 
the front platform, where he hung out over the steps to see what he could see. 
The Councilman, who had a reputation to maintain for good-nature, sighed 
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(Six Hundred and Eighty Dollars) 
YULOS 
In Cash Prizes forthe Foo 
Best Recipes for Cooking @memaamaz 


Vit 
illsbury’s Vitos. 
To increase the popularity of Pillsbury’s Vitos, the ideal 
wheat food, by suggesting many ways in which to prepare it 
for Breakfast, Dinner and Supper, The Pillsbury-Washburn 


Flour Mills Co., Ltd., Minneapolis, Minn., offer twelve Cash 
Prizes for the best recipes for cooking Pillsbury’s Vitos as follows: 


First Prize, $125.00 Seventh Prize, $50.00 
Second “ 100.00 Eighth: 40.00 
Third “ 90.00 Ninth “ 80.00 
Fourth “ 80.00 Tenth 20.00 
Fifth “ 70.00 Eleventh 10.00 
Sixth “ 60.00 Twelfth 5.00 
This prize contest will continue until July 15th, 1900, and recipes 
will be accepted up to that date, but not more than one recipe from one 
person. The recipes will be tested by competent judges, and the prizes 
will be awarded in the order of: excellence of the recipes. For circular 
-containing all information about this prize contest, address 


The Pillsbury-Washburn Flour Mills Co., Ltd., Minneapolis, Minn. 


Special Notice.—Ladies who do not care to enter this contest personally, 
are invited to call to it the attention of such 4s are skilled in cookery, 
and to whom the prize money would be welcome. Members of 
benevolent and charitable organizations: also, if successful contest- 
ants, can contribute the money thus earned to their Societies. 
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_ resignedly and smiled at the roof. The young man who wore a new necktie 
every morning felt to see if his scarfpin was in place and looked moody. Every- 
body wore an air of personal injury except the business man in the corner 
talking to the good-looking girl who earned her living down-town. The business 
man seemed rather pleased at the delay, and the Average Citizen decided that 
the business man’s interest in the good-looking girl had passed the Platonic 
stage, an opinion evidently shared by the one-hundred-and-ten-thousand-dollar- 
in-fish man. 

The conductor fastened the rear door, lest his passengers escape, and went 
up the street to investigate the trouble. The man with the new tie walked to 
the door he had just seen fastened and tried to open it. He did not want to 
get out,—he just wanted to see if he could had he wanted to. Finding the door 
secure, he walked back to his seat. Everybody watched his movements with 
close interest. The motorman unshipped his lever and went up the street to 
chat with the motorman ahead. The passengers looked at their watches again 
and shuffled their feet some more. The man from Chicago jumped up and 
hastened out with the air of having at last taken things in hand personally. 
He returned a moment later, and gverybody looked earnestly at him as if they 
hoped to read in his expression the exact cause of the delay. He sat down with 
a knowing air, but did not say what it was he knew, which gave a feeling of 
vague disappointment to all. Nobody had time to read his paper any more, 
having to concentrate thoughts and emotions on the blockade. 

The Councilman then arose and strode to the front platform, where he 
hung far out over the steps, but he came back shaking his head and smiling 
tolerantly: he had not seen anything. So the Average Citizen went out and 
hung over the steps likewise to see what had hindered the Councilman from 
seeing. The good-looking girl and the business man talked happily but in- 
audibly, which worried everybody. Then the Illinois man broke from his self- 
restraint. 

“S’help me John Rogers,” he burst out, “if they had such street-cars as 
this in Chicago, there’d be 4 riot!” 

The Average Citizen considered the statement with great deliberation. “It 
is certainly aggravating,” he said at last. 

“We ought to boycott the road,” growled the red-headed man. 

“Never mind: we'll all be owning automobiles soon,” said the Councilman 
cheerily. 

“Tf we could all get in the Council,” said the red-headed man, soured by 
the blockade. 

“T’d walk if it wasn’t so blamed far,” said-the man with the new tie. 

The gongs began to clang and the bells to ring on the cars ahead. The 
motorman and the conductor returned together, talking it over as they came. 
An expression of intense relief came over the faces of the passengers, all save 
the business man, who looked sorry. Everybody looked at his watch again. 
The block had lasted just four minutes. . 

The car started with a jerk, and every man, save the business man, had 
his nose in his paper in thirty seconds, and had forgotten there ever was a 
blockade. 

Caroline Lockhart. 
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Always restores color to gray hair, the dark, rich color it used 
to have. The hair grows rapidly, stops coming 0 out; and all 
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A GREAT UNKNOWN 
By Anna Mathewson 
Sue belongs to women’s clubs, some three or four; 3 
She can speak so broad an “a” it sounds like “ awe;” 
So her culture is correct 
And quite all one should expect, 
And she’d patronize The Prophets and The Law! 


She poses as a litterateur of late; 
= Though what she’s written nobody can state, 
And, somehow, we cannot ask, 
As beneath her smile we bask, 
While her verbal pyrotechnics scintillate. 


In society, wherever we may go, 

We find her quoting Ibsen, Browning, Poe; 
Introduced to shining lights,— 
“Mrs. Fountaine-Penh, who writes 


For all the leading magazines, you know.” 


We might, if we had consciences of flint, 
Achieve a reputation by the hint 
That we “ write for magazines,”— 
(Which does not, by any means, 
Prove the writing gets accepted and in print!) 


“ Yrs,” said the old Bank Examiner, “truth is sometimes 
A Joke of Stranger than fiction. I remember an incident that once occurred 
Pate in connection with a bank case in a little Southern town that I 
should never have believed possible if I had seen it in a story. 
It was too fantastical to be probable, but it actually happened.” 

The quiet, white-haired little man, methodical, unemotional, and as neat 

as one of his own columns of figures, brushed a speck from his coat. 
: “There had been a fire in the one bank of this town, and the cashier noti- 
fied the government that eighteen thousand dollars in notes had been destroyed, 
so I went to investigate. After looking the thing over, I grew suspicious of the 
cashier, who was the only man who ought to have access to the vault. He 
stated that a basket of waste paper had stood under a wooden shelf on which 
was a tin cash-box containing eighteen thousand dollars in notes. An electric 
bulb in the vault had burst, and a flying spark had ignited the waste paper, 
the burning of which had melted the solder of the box and had permitted the 
bills to be burned. Broken bits of a white shade were lying scattered about, 
and the cashier explained that he, himself, in the excitement that followed the 
discovery of the fire, had broken the shade. A fine soot from the burning 
paper had settled over everything, but when I picked up one of the bits of the | 
shade, I found no soot on the floor under it, proving that the shade had been 
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broken before the fire, not after it, there being plenty of the soot on the shade 
itself. A government note-expert analyzed the ashes, which was not wholly 
reduced to a fine white powder, and declared that only eleven hundred dollars 
had been in the box at the time of the fire. I went to the electric-light plant 
of the town and spent the entire day with their experts, trying to decide 
whether it would be possible to start a fire by the bursting of an incandescent 
lamp-bulb. We experimented with the most inflammable materials and burst 
over two hundred and fifty bulbs, without other result than to make us sure 
that no fire could possibly catch from such a source. 

“So the cashier was arrested, charged with stealing the money and setting 
the fire to cover his theft. When the case came to trial, it attracted great 
attention, the cashier and his family being very popular socially. Famous elec- 
trical experts were called by the prosecution to testify that it would be im- 
possible to start a fire by the bursting of an incandescent light. 

“It was a dark day, and the lights in the court-room had been turned on. 
While the chief expert was testifying and was making a strong impression 
against the cashier, one of the incandescent lights above the judge’s desk sud- 
denly exploded. A fragment of the carbon, glowing red, fell upon the judge’s 
desk and set the woollen cloth on fire. The cloth smouldered unnoticed, till, all — 
at once, it began to smoke and blaze before the eyes of the expert who was em- 
phatically stating that such an occurrence was impossible. The expert stopped 
and stared and stepped down abruptly without a word. A great shout went up 
from the whole courtroom. It is hardly necessary to state that the cashier was 


acquitted: and, yet, I am absolutely sure that he stole that money.” 
Caroline Lockhart. 


Ir was at a dinner given in honor of the author of “ Hugh Wynne” 
The Hubto Py the Tavern Club of Boston—a tribute from the Hub to the 
the Quaker Quaker City. 

The Taverners are a merry company who hold forth in an old 
house around a crooked corner. They are the concentrated essence of Boston’s 
good-fellowship engrafted upon Boston’s culture, and to be dined by them is 
like an advance to a peerage. Not since their famous dinner to Lowell had 
any guest so been honored till Dr. Weir Mitchell sat at their jolly board. 

Now of the elect of Boston is Professor Charles Eliot Norton. He wears the 
mantle dropped by Ruskin, whose literary executor, indeed, he is. Professor 
Norton is meagre of praise for anything that is native, and hence his approval 
is valued—perhaps in proportion to its rarity. : 

On this occasion he made a speech, which is not surprising, but he told some 
relative truths about Boston and Philadelphia which are—because they came 
from him. He said that the Hub is for the present in things of the mind and 
fancy at the under side of the wave,—a bold admission,—but that Philadelphia 
possesses the three national leaders in fiction and medicine, in criticism, and 
in philosophical history; and he named them—Dr. 8. Weir Mitchell, Dr. Horace 
Howard Furness, author of “The Variorum Shakespeare,” and Dr. Henry C. 
Lea, author of “ History of the Inquisition in the Middle Ages,” etc., and that 
these three eminent names gave the palm to Philadelphia in the realm of intel- 
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lect. Moreover, the chary critic insisted that Dr. Weir Mitchell’s last poem, 
“ Ode on a Lycian Tomb,” stands at the head of American lyric poetry. 

* The Tavern Club used its cultured lungs in support of these sentiments, 
and the modest Quaker citizen will doubtless blush at the honors thus heaped 


unsolicited upon him. 


Nip.—“ Who was the first man to play rouge et noir?” 
Tuck.—“ Give it up.” — 
enema 3 Nip.—* Moses,—ran on the bank over against the red,—see?” 
Tuck.— It won’t go. That was: a Pharaoh bank.” 
Nip.—* Prove it.” 
Tuck.—* Why, the Egyptians stuck to the king till they’d passed in their 


checks.” 
Warwick James Price. 


BANK ACCOUNTS 
THE old Bank Examiner adjusted his pen behind his ear, where he was 
quite sure it was safe, and smiled benevolently over the spectacles, through 
which he had scanned the books of many a wicked cashier. 
“When I was young,” he began, “ it was a long time ago, I fear——” ‘ 
Here he paused and waited for the girl to contradict him, but she only 
looked sympathetically at his white hair. So he sighed a little and began again: 


_ “Once I went to a little town in Montana to investigate a certain - 
A Jury of bank failure. The bank that failed had been in existence less - 
the West than three years, but during that short time the president had 
made way with almost every dollar of the original capital of 
the institution. Naturally, my investigations resulted in the arrest of the 
president, and the prosecution had a clear case, it being a bare-faced steal of the 
bank funds for the purpose of buying real estate in town lots, building busi- 
ness blocks, stocking ranches, and developing mines. It was so convincing a 
case that the defence could attempt no rebuttal of any kind. They rested their 
‘ cause wholly on the eloquence of the lawyer for the defaulting president, who 
shrewdly gauged his jury by one of the most extraordinary pleas I ever heard 
uttered gravely in a court of justice. 

“The jury was made up of men typical of the early days of the West, 
men of flannel shirts, cowhide boots, and unshaven faces. The attorney for 
the defence addressed them confidentially as personal friends. ‘Gentlemen of 
the jury,’ he began, ‘I need hardly remind such men as you that Montana is 
a great State, a State of which both you and I are justly proud. Where, in all 
the spread of our vast continent, from the waves of the Atlantic to the breakers 
of the Pacific, can such grazing lands be found as in this magnificent State of 
ours! What State can flaunt such mines in the face of an envious East! What 
State in all this Union laughs such a happy and abundant harvest as does great 
Montana when tickled by the ploughs of our noble farmers! Where in all 
this globe can be duplicated the splendid sites for cities, superb in natural 
advantages, as is lavishly offered by our beloved State! Gentlemen of the 
jury, both you and I would be insulting our intelligences if we should try to 
deny that Montana has the start of all the world in natural advantages. 
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“¢ Mighty as we are, gentlemen, we are yet in our infancy. ' What we need | 
now is the fostering care of capital. Our growth is being stunted by need 
of a few paltry dollars. It takes money to open our mines, to stock our ranges, 
to build our cities. For every dollar placed with us we yield twenty fold, but 
we need the seed to plant this fertile soil of our dear State. Men who will 
invest in our State are the public benefactors of our State. The men who 
spend money with us are the men we should delight to honor. The men who 
lay up filthy lucre in bank-vaults for moth and rust to corrupt are our public 
enemies; but the men who scatter it broadcast in the development of our 
smiling land are the men we declare elected every time. 

“Gentlemen, such a man is my client, a man who knew his duty to our 
sacred State and who did it with fearless hands. He has built business blocks 
that are the glory of every man, woman, and child in this county. Do not your 
bosoms swell with honest pride when you look forth from the very windows of 
this hall of justice and see rising fair before you that block of good Milwaukee 
pressed brick that was built by my public-spirited client? Look forth, gen- 
tlemen, and gaze upon a thousand head of steers, steers that will run fifteen 
hundred pounds, grazing on the fair hills of our State, not six miles from this 
court-house. Who placed them there to the glory of our sacred State? Again 
I answer, my client, who now sits persecuted and hounded before you because 
of this very thing. Who brought those full-blooded Durhams into our midst 
to make us the envy of the world? Was it that dough-faced Yankee in store 
clothes who toddles out here to tell us how to lock up money in banks? No, 
gentlemen, it was my noble client, whom he hectors with unaccountable malig- 
nity. Listen, gentlemen! Cannot you hear the chunking of the diamond drills _ 
and the roar of the blasts that are developing the mines of our State? Who 
turned on the steam and lighted the fuse of our mining prosperity? Again I 
say, and say proudly, it was my client, sitting modest and unabashed before 
you, asking merely for the justice your great hearts will be quick to accord him. 
Gentlemen, need I ask if Montana can afford to deprive herself of the services 
of such a citizen? If we must have inmates for our splendid new penitentiary, 
would it not be better to confine therein this pestiferous tenderfoot, who comes 
among us in his store raiment to strike a sneaking blow at the progress of 
our sacred State?’ 

_ “T listened in blank amazement to this extraordinary argument, but it 
met with unqualified approval in other quarters. ‘Good boy, Dave!’ remarked 
the foreman, when the attorney for the defence sat down to mop his face with a 
red-silk handkerchief and to restore the chew of tobacco he had temporarily 
sacrificed. The applause was an uproar, and the jury returned a verdict of 
‘Not guilty’ without leaving their seats.” 


“ Another piece of legal effrontery, this time on the part of the 


Bearing prosecution, came to my notice during my investigation of the 


False Witness failure of a certain bank down in Tennessee,” the old Bank Ex- 
aminer went on, feeling to make sure that no one had embezzle1 

his pen from its safe deposit behind his ear. 
“I was notified that this bank too had been robbed by its president, and 
went South to investigate. Well, I found the president to be a benevolent old 
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fellow who looked as if he was more likely to cheat himself than to rob any- 
body else. He was terribly cut up, not only by the failure, but by the rumors 
that were flying around about his being a thief. I found two men who said 
they had actually seen the robbery, and I took them to my suite of rooms at 
the hotel, locking one of them in the inner room while I listened to the evidence © 
of the other. This first witness declared that he, in company with the other 
man, had seen the old president back a wagon to the rear door of the bank one 
night just before the failure and had watched him roll out of the safe two 
kegs of coin which the old fellow had loaded on his wagon with much toil and 


~~ horriblé curses, although the president was a deacon in the Baptist church. So 


terrible was his profanity that the spies had shuddered even in their hiding- 
places. He declared that he and his companion had followed the wagon to the 
home of the president and had watched the old reprobate roll the two heavy 
kegs into his dining-room, after which he had carefully closed the shutters. 
Fortunately, there was a little crack in the left-hand shutter to the north wia- 
dow, and through this crack they had watched the president pour out heaps 
of shining coin and count it carefully, after which he hid it in the pantry. 

“ When the first witness had finished his statement, I put him in the other 
room and questioned his companion. His story tallied exactly with the first - 
notes I had taken. So I read the testimony to him and said: 

“*Now, this is all right, is it? You have no corrections to make to what 
I have written? It is just exactly as it all happened? 

“¢That is just right, Squire,’ he said, evidently much pleased as his story » 
was read to him. ‘Soar 

“Of course, then, you are prepared to go on the stand and swear to this,’ 
I said. 

“The self-satisfied smile faded from his face, and he shifted in his chair 
uneasily. 

“Well, no, Squire, I’d hardly want to do that,’ he said at last. 

“¢Why not, if it’s the truth?’ I asked sharply. 

He shifted and twisted and became alarmed, until, finally, I made him 
admit that the whole story was the base fabrication I had suspected it to be 
because the bank’s safe was too small to hold the two kegs they had said they 
saw the president take from it. They had nc personal enmity against the old 
president, but thought that he was rather a skinflint and, on general principles. 
it would be a good thing to have him in jail. The failure had been purely a 
business matter, but they had taken advantage of it to enjoy a pleasant promi- 
nence and to do what they believed to be a good thing for the community. 

“ Heaven protect me from primitive justice,” said the old expert fervently. 

Caroline Lockhart. 


EPIGRAM 


By John Fora 
°T1s said that life beyond the grave 
Holds joy supreme for weary mortals; 
And yet, how strange! Though all be brave, 
Few care to pass within its portals. 
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Weary WILLIE had asked for a cup of coffee, and Euphemia had 
icily informed him that she had only = of china, but she could 


— give him some coffee in a cup. 
“Thanks, miss,” said the traveller, “ and please be kind 


enough to drop into the receptacle a cube of sweet, — vegetable sub- 
stance, with a small quantity of bovine juice.” 


He got it. 
Warwick James Price. 


> 


-Littte Maseit.— Uncle Jerome, will you still be bald-headed when you 
get to Heaven ” 


“WE cross the river to-night,” he wrote; “we are waiting now 
for the word. We march in the darkness. Luckily, there is no 


add moon. To-morrow we give battle from the heights. My first 


battle! The enemy is in a little wood that lies between us and 
the river, and we are going through. The command is ‘absolute silence.’ It’s 
a beautiful little wood ;—we reconnoitered it to-day for the captain, another 
man and I; it’s the kind I have seen you clasp your hands over and smile into 
without words. I shall march by the light of your smile to-night. The trees 
are close together and heavy with tangled vines, and there’s no dip into the | 
river; the water is just there, flat by the edges of the trees, and suddenly deep 
in places. The bridge is a pretty thing by day, hopelessly primitive. We did 
not venture to do any repairing, we only sniffed about to get the lay of the 
land—and the water. To-morrow we shall have it all our own way.” 

He lifted his pen and studied the words he had written. 

“Perhaps it’s just as well not to say anything about the bridge,” he 
thought. “It might make her nervous.” 

He was little more than a boy, and he was on his way to his first battle: 
the glory and pride and chivalry of it were beating within his head. But he 
was kind; he loved the girl; he remembered, in the midst of his ecstasy of 
anticipation, that she did not want him to die, and that she would be afraid. 

Just then the word came, and they had only five minutes to spare. He 
took another sheet of paper and wrote: 

“ We cross the river to-night. I will send you a message from the heights 
to-morrow.” 

The wood was not any more trees and vines and underbrush: it was a 
thick blackness, and the men filtered through it noiselessly, as dust filters 
through ink. A vision of the next day’s battle came to the boy as he marched, 
a red-winged, fiery vision on the under side of a dun-colored cloud. 

“ We shall have it all our own, way to-morrow,” he said to himself. He 
heard the men in front of him tread on the bridge; almost it had not been 
a sound, that tread, but for the stillness and the boy’s prophetic ear. 

“If one of those fellows stumbles, I hope he’ll have sense enough not to 
call out,” the boy thought; then exultantly, “Only the ‘bridge to cross, and 
the hill to climb, the dawn, and victory!” 


| | | 
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SumMerR HygieNne.—Summer is the season of health and recuperation for 
those who properly regulate their mode of living. For those who do not it is 
a season of discomfort. ras 

Pure, healthful, light food that will not stimulate heat production while it 
properly nourishes and strengthens the body and brain is the great essential. 

It is conceded that the best of all foods for summer diet are the quickly 
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made with baking powder. A most excellent household bread is also made with 
baking powder instead of yeast. These, properly made, are light, sweet, fine- 
flavored, easily digested, nutritious, and wholesome. Yeast bread should be 
avoided wherever possible in summer, as the yeast germ is almost certain in hot 
weather to ferment in the stomach and cause trouble. The Royal Baking Pow- 
der foods are unfermented, and may be eaten in their most delicious state, viz., 
fresh and hot, without fear of unpleasant results. 

Alum baking powders should be avoided at all times. They make the 
food less digestible. When the system is relaxed by summmer heat their danger 
is heightened. 

The flour-foods made with Royal Baking Powder are the acme of perfection 
for summer diet. No decomposition takes place in their dough, the nutritive 
qualities of the flour are preserved, and digestion is aided, which is not the case 

_with sour-yeast bread or cakes. 
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He felt the bridge shake stealthily beneath him. He curved his instep 
over the round of the logs with a fleet step, and sped onward to the vision. : 
Some of the logs were as soft as sponge; some were dry, and crackled when 
they broke; some slid snakily out from under the pressing feet, and some had 


be _ dropped away down stream last year, and had left gaps in the bridge. 


Once there was a splash in the river, and one of the men paused a shud- 
dering instant, then took the next two logs with a leap and went on. He did 
not know what man had marched beside him in the dark, but now no one was 
there. 

‘When the boy fell through the bridge a cry rose to his throat, but he 
choked it. 

“The command is ‘absolute silence,’” he thought while he was falling. 
“There will be no battle to-morrow, there will be no victory, if any one cries 
out.” The water rushed into his ears. It was one of the deep places where he 
fell, and he was a long time going down. There was no current at the bottom 
of the hole, and when he came to the surface again he was still under the 
bride. He heard the men walking close above his head; he wondered, be- 
cause he had lived his whole life over again since he fell through the bridge, 
and he was very weary. He struggled in feeble half-consciousness, and cast 
up his arms towards those hurrying feet. a 

“I am glad I didn’t mention the bridge,” he thought; “it might have made 


her ner. 

He went with the current after that. 

In the dawn the roll was called on the heights and the boy did not answer 
to his name. 

“Was it he?” the Captain cried when the battle was over,— was it he, 
that bright-faced, boyish one? Well, the day belongs to him.” 

It was his first battle, and it was a victory. 

Florence Converse. 


> 


ALBERT had been reading in “Grimm’s Fairy Tales” about wild boars, 
and upon hearing his parents discuss the fighting between the British and the 
Boers said, “ Papa, I don’t think the British ought to fight hogs—they can’t 
hep they sevs.” 


See the Corn in the Field. Can the Corn walk? No, Robert, the 
In the Man- COrn Stalks. 
ner of Field See the pretty Cake. Does the Cake stalk? Never; but you 
should see a Cake Walk. 
I have a Rope. Can the Rope walk? Yes, if it is taut. 
The Hen is in-the Garden. Does the Hen rise? No, the Hen Sets. 
The Mercury is in the Thermometer. Will the Mercury set? ee my 
child,—wait till July and see it rise. . 


Warwick James Price. 
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THE happiest time in a boy’s life is the day when he dons his first short 
trousers. With conscious pride does the little fellow feel the importance inci- 
dent to this first pair. At no period in a man’s life does he more nearly ap- 
proach this sense of complete satisfaction than when he first wears a pair of 
Velvet Grip Boston Garters. 


“How To ADVERTISE.”—This is the title of a pamphlet published by The 
Procter & Collier Co., Cincinnati, Ohio, general advertising agents. In this 
pamphlet they aim to tell the successive steps which must be taken by the 
advertiser to insure success. A number of pages are filled with specimen adver- 
tisements. The Procter & Collier Company place such well-known advertise- 
ments as Old English Floor Wax, Coke Dandruff Cure, Puritan Oil Stoves, 
Kornlet, Baldwin Piano, Fireside Games, Odorless Refrigerators, Rookwood 
Pottery, U. S. Playing Cards, Pillsbury’s Vitos, Ivory Soap, and many more 
besides. The pamphlet is nearly free, as a copy will be sent to any address 
if a two-cent stamp be enclosed with the request to The Procter & Collier Co., 
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Nor all women may afford a gown by Worth, but all can be as well dressed - 
in regard to hose supporters as their more fortunate sisters who have unlimited 
means at their command. They can wear Velvet Grip, which are economical 
and sold with a yellow guarantee coupon. : 
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movement of goods always fresh in the hands of consumers, insures the Gail Borden 
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DOROTHY DOWN IN MAINE 
By Manley H. 
I’ve bin to a dozen theatres, 
Prov’dence only knows 
How many of them dime museums 
miscellaneous shows; 
The bioscope ’n’ the vitograph 
I’ve seed time ’n’ again, : 
But I’d swap ’em all for a single sight 
Of Dorothy down in Maine. 


T’ve seed the apes ’n’ the Poler bears, 
’N’ elaphints in the Zoo; 

I’ve seed nigh all the cur’ous things 
That I intentioned to; 

I’ve hed a master time ’n’ hain’t 
No reason to complain, 

But somer ’r ruther my feelin’s turn 
T’wards Dorothy down in Maine. 


It’s circus day all days in York, 
"Ith Fort’ o’ July atop; 

A feller’s dragged this way ’n’ that, 
°N’ don’t know where to stop; 

It’s one continual scoot ’n’ skip, 
°N’ one continual train, 

But Maine’s a nation long way off, 

’N’ Dorothy’s down in Maine. , 


I know jes’ how the moonshine lays 
On every teentiest speck 

Of all the blossomed trees that ketch 
The wind from the Kennebec; 

I know jes’ how the swamp-frogs chirp 
To-night acrost the lane, 

*N’ know jes’ how ’n’ where I’d find 
My Dorothy down in Maine. 


She’s settin’ out on the front-door porch 
*Ith the moonshine in her hair, 


’N’ looks—good Lord! what a fool I am, 
Bein’ here when I might be there! 
T’ll take the speediest keers there is, 
I hope they'll run like Cain! ) 
_’N’ never stop till I’m back beside 
Dear Dorothy down in Maine! 
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Newburgh Oytes.ct 
SONS, 


Sohn 
Agents - New York. 


CLUB MEN 
ON A 
TRAIN. 


Several members of a New York Club, describing 


a recent trip to Chicago on one of the New York 
Central’s twenty-four hour trains, expressed the opinion 
that this service furnished all the accommodations of a 
first-class club, with the added advantage of the finest 
landscapes in the country, and an opportunity for the 
practical study of history and geography that is unsur- 
passed. 


‘ A copy America’ Great Resorts,” be sent 
- tpaid, on receipt of a hag = So George 

iels, General Central 
Sede New York. 


We Grow Our 
Own Grapes 


in our own vineyards 
and make and vite 
that delightful be 


Great Western 
CHAMPAGNE 


process kn 
absolute. uet 
fect. Price moderate. 
This season’s 


is es ly dry and 
pleasing. 

& PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO. 
Sole Makers, Rheims, N.Y. 


Sold by all respectable 
Wie ine Dealers. 


For Children While Cutting Their Teeth. 


and Well-Tried Remedy, 


FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS. 


MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP — 


tas been used for over FIFTY YEARS by MILLIONS of MOTHERS for their CHILDREN WHILE TEETHING 


with PERFECT SUCCESS. 


IT SOOTHES THE CHILD, SOFTENS the GUMS, ALLAYS all PAIN, CURES 


WIND COLIC, and is the best remedy for DIARRHEA. Sold by all Druggists in every ee Be 
sure and ask for Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup, and take no other kind. 


TWENTY-BIVE CENTS A BOTTLE. 
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NORTHERN STEAMSHIP | COMPANY 


(OPERATING STEAMSHIPS NORTH WEST AND NORTH LAND) 


Will open the season of 1900 June 19th, between Buffalo and Duluth, 
through Lakes Erie, St. Clair, Huron and Superior; stopping at Cleve- 
land, Detroit, Mackinac, Sault Ste. Marie; connecting at the various ports 
for all points South, East and West, via ‘railway and steamship lines. 

June is one of the most delightful months in which to make the trip. 

Two thousand miles of unsurpassed grandeur from the decks of the 
most magnificent ships afloat. Cuisine is unexcelled. 

For particulars regarding service and extended tours apply to W. M. LOWRIE, 

W. C. FARRINGTON, Vice-President. Gen. Pass. Ag’t, Buffalo. 


48 In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIPPINCOTT’s, 


; 
| 
} 
| 8 
\ j 
N 
N 
N 
\ 


LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


eB ’ NEW ENGLAND LAKES. 

t RIVERS OF NEW ENGLAND. 

: MOUNTAINS OF NEW ENGLAND. 
<. | SEASHORE OF NEW ENGLAND. 


PICTURESQUE NEW ENGLAND. 
Will be sent upon receipt of 6 cents for each bock - 


RAILROAD 


lllustrated descriptive pamphlets (containing 
complete maps) have been issued under the 
following titles. and will be mailed receipt 
of 2¢ in stamps for each book on application to 
Passenger Department. Boston. 


ALL ALONG SHORE. 
AMONG THE MOUNTAINS. 
AND STREAMS. 


FISHING AND HUNTING, | 

MERRIMACK WALLEY. 

LAKE MEMPHREMAGOG. | 

THE MONADNOCK REGION. 

LAKE SUNAPEE. 
SOUTHEAST NEW HAMP 1 Toutist Book gwing list of 
SOUTHWEST NEW HAMP ours ant rates. holel and boarding house list, 
mit AL MASSACHL other valuable information, free. 

AN 


VALLEY OF THE CONNECTICU anders 
RTHERK VERMONT, D.J.Blanders. 
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Century Pleasure 


2oth Century Electro-Vapor Launch, as shown above, is an ideal gentleman’s outfit, sixteen feet 

long, will seat comfortably eight persons, and speed six miles per hour. Elegantly finished in solid 

oak and walnut, with polished brass trimmings. Steel water-tight bulkheads, all screw-fastened, 

j, safe, seaworthy, reliable. Free from complications and care. Over 700 in actual service. Just 
» the outfit fora summer home. Guaranteed for one year, or money refunded. a i i 


i Price, complete, $200.00, if ordered now. 
STEAM AND SAIL 


20th CENTURY 

OPEN LAUNCHES. YACHTS. 
16 feet, 1 H.P. . $200.00 Steel, Wood, Aluminum. 
go ** 6 + 8§0.00 Yacht Tenders, 

Sail Yachts, $150.00 and up. Engines, Boilers, 

Light Draught Launches, 


Row Boats, 20.00 ‘‘ 
Canoes, 20.00 ‘ 


A Large Stock always on hand for prompt delivery. 


and Steamers. 


gsfoot Cabin Launch, 
Y We are building the finest line of Cabin Launches ever placed on the market, and carry them 
in stock for prompt delivery. Good accommodations. Safe and reliable. i 


30-foot Cabin Launch, as shown above, beautifully finished . . . . . $1250.00. 


Our large 76-page illustrated catalog, describing Steam Yachts, Sail Yachts, Launches, Row 
Boats, Canoes, etc., in detail, will be mailed you upon receipt of 10 cents to cover mailing charges. 


ADDRESS ALL LETTERS TO 


RACINE BOAT MEG. CO., Box E, RACINE, WIS. 


LONDON, PHILADELPHIA, BUFFALO, 
Branches in{ New york, CHICAGO, SEATTLE 
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For 
Hill Climbing 


The Crescent Bevel-Gear 

is the perfect hill climber— 

no lost motion, every) ounce 

counts—no lost . power, but 

steady, regular speed up any hill. 

The Crescent Bevel-Gear Chainless Bicycles have 
overcome all the objections to Chainless models—they last 
longer—they are the most economical bicycles to purchase. 
Send for Catalogue. 


PRICES 
Bevel-Gear Chainless Models, 41, 42, $60 
Models 17, 18, . . . . . . . $50 
Chain Models, $25, $26, $30, $35 
THE CRESCENT BICYCLE, 
Raw Wells Street, Chicago, III. 36 Warren Street, New York. . 
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“IT’S ALL LENS.” 


THE MOST POPULAR CAMERA 
OF THE DAY IS THE 


Long Focus 
Korona 


With either our Rectigraphic or Turner-Reich 
Convertible Lens 


Made with Rectigraphic Convertible Lens. 


Regular Cycle 


Reversible Reversible 
- Back Back 
SERIES VI. SERIES Vil. 


Made with Back Combination of 
Rectigraphic Convertible Lens, Camera 
in the same position. 


SEND FOR CATALOGUE 


Gundlach Optical 
Company 


761 Clinton Avenue, South 


Made with Front Combination of 
ROCHESTER, N. Y. Rectigraphic Convertible Lens, Camera 


in the same position. 


62 In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIPPINCOTT’s. 


. 
ar 
| 
d 
} 
| 
| 
| 
| 
{ 
{ 
} 
| 
| 
| 
| 
j 
| 
f 
By 
4 


- LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


STANDARD 


» are like well groomed 
‘people. The genteel ap- 


rance bespeaks care- 
1 attention to the fitness 
of little details which go 


tomake the perfect 
7 


grade w 


NO BETTER 


wheels are made than 


Price $40 


No better Rambler was 
ever built than the 1900 
model. 


“Just of Age’’ booklet, free 


American Bicycle Co. 


7 Descriptive GORMULLY & JEFFERY 
stamp. SMITH & WESSON | 
f 102 Stockbridge St. SPRINGFIELD, MASS. | SALES BEPT. Chicago 


— | js the 


A Thing of Beauty 


» || Haynes-Apperson 
Pleasure. 
Automobile 


AUTOMOBILES OUR SPECIALTY. 


WRITE FOR DESCRIPTIVE PAMPHLETS, 


KOKOMO, INDIANA, U.S.A. 


TWO, FOUR, AND SIX PASSENGER PLEASURE 


Buy from the Oldest and Most Experienced Builders in America. 


THE HAYNES-APPERSON CO., 
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Never since the first piano was made has there been so great value 
offered as in the “CROWN” Pianos of ‘to-day, with their superior 
advantages and many-tone capabilities. 


THEY CHARM EVERYBODY. 


The Practice Clavier is a special feature in the “CROWN” Piano, 
and the component parts, which make it possible, assist in producing the 
charming tones of different stringed instruments, and also in saving the 
instrument from wear, thereby enabling us to guarantee the “CROWN” 
Piano for ten years. You cannot buy a better piano than the “CROWN,” 
nor can you afford to overlook these instruments when purchasing. Easy 
payments may be arranged when desired. Finely illustrated catalog free. 


GEO. P. BENT, Manufacturer, 
Bent Block, Chicago, U.S. A. 


$ 
5 
$ 
2 
5 
2 
$ 
$ 
2 
$ 
$ 
$ 
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“FEDER [ 


POMPADOLR 
stamped 
on every 


yard, 


QDDARD 


"RUSH FINISH 
THE AL LINING 
AT ALL FIRST CLASS DRY GOODS STORES OR 
IW. GODDARD SONS 


ESTABLISHED 18-47 NEW TORK 


Yorn 


GUARANTY COUPON 


Silver-Bath, 


THE NEW SILVER CLEANER, 


wnaies old or tarnished silver or plated 
ware look like new. 


| No Rubbing; No Scratches ; 
No Wear; No Dirt. 


A half day’s work done in 15 minutes. 


It is next to impossible to clean a piece of chased or 
embossed silverware with powder or ewellers 
never use powder nor paste. _ takes the tarnish 


out of the crevices like 


GUARANTEED NOT TO INJURE THE 
FINEST SILVER. 


Price, 0c, and 25¢, at some dealers, § 


SAMPLE, 10c. 


Send xo cents, coin or stamps, and receive a package 
of quantity to last th average family three 
months 


Silver-Bath 


AGENTS WANTED eee 


y is all the rage, of rare 


oa some stores as high as 
Buy of us and save money. é 


THE “SNAP-FAST SKIRT" SUPPORTER, Fy 


THIS BEAUTIFUL 
ones WAIST CIRDLE 
design and very stylish. 
Oxidized, Silvered or Gilt: links 1 in. Sold in 
2. ‘Our price by mail, $1. 


for both shirt waists and — bodices. Made [9a 
love; the delight of 


wearer; adopted by leading dressmakers 
ies’ tailors. Calora black, white, drab; 


For Summer, 
Porous 


In writing to mention LIPPINCOTT’s. 


; HOSE SUPPORTS. 
This Yellow Coupon 
G SA - 
IS THE HAS THE 
andthe Best.) 
last as lon 
asthe 
elastic. HOSE 
pate 
Supporter 
GEO. FROST CO., Makers 
@ 
| 
| 
J, 
» 
f yND Send for 
3 puRE New York: 
3 Brooklyn : Fulton Street 
? Boston : 169 Tremont Street 
$ Philadelphia: 924 Chestnut Street 
? 74 State Street 
‘ 55 : 


A Magnificent Photogravure from the Famous Oil Painting. The Artistic Success of the Day. 
Size, 22x28 inches. Price, $1.00 by mail prepaid. 


E portraits were made from the most authentic originals ob- 
tainable. The clothing is accurate in the Se in 
the period in which each lived. The background is made up 
of — scenes in American history, the scenes dissolving one 
into the other, beginning with the Liberty Bell as if sounding the note of 
American Independence and closing with Admiral Dewey's victory at 
Manila—altogether an —_ lesson for the youth of the land, and of real 
interest to everybody. In the margin under each President we place the 
name, date of birth, inauguration and death. Every home and business 
office should have the picture on its walls. .......$1.00 by mail prepaid. 


TEMPLE PUBLISHING CO.. 


614 Woman’s TEMPLE, CHICAGO. 
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TIN 


New Trains 


LADIES 


If you desire a Transpa: 
Fens Clear, Fresh Com- 
plexion, free from 


To accommodate its constantly in- 
creasing patronage, two new fast 
trains have been_ placed in service 
over the Lake Shore & Michigan 
Southern Ry., in connection with the 
New York Central and Boston & 
Albany roads east of Buffalo, running 
through daily between Chicago, To- 
ledo, Cleveland, Buffalo, New York 
and Boston. 

No. 16 leaves Chicago 2.00 p. m., 
arrives Boston 5.00 next afternoon. 

No. 21 leaves New York 2.00 p. m., 
arrives Chicago 4.00 p. m. next day. 

Study the figures a minute. These 
trains are fast. 

Every modern convenience fur- 
nished, sleeping cars, buffet, library 
and smoking car, dining and day Cars. 

Special Summer Edition ‘‘ Book of 
Trains’’ tells fully about these and 
other famous Lake Shore Trains;_con- 
tains also a select list of Summer Tours 
to the east, sent free to any address. 


A. J. SMITH, 
G.P. & T. A., Cleveland, O, 


DR., CAMPBELL’S 


SAFE ARSENIC COMPLEXION WAFERS 


MEDICATED ARSENIC. 
FOULD’S compLexion SOAP. 

Ladies all_over the world who are social successes 
pronounce Dr. Campbell’s Safe Arsenic Wafers 
and Fould’s Arsenic Soap the best toilet prepara- 
tions ever offered for clearing the complexion and 
dqoving the form and figure. 

The only real true complexion beautifiers in the 
world. Wafers, by mail, 50 cents and $1.00 per box. 
Six large boxes, $5.00; Soap, 50 cents. 

Address all mail orders to 
H. B. FOULD, 214 Sixth Avenue, New York. 
Sold by all Druggists Everywhere. 
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‘Out all day and haven’t shot at a blessed thing.” 


58. 
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ATED TALCUM 


TRA 


Delightful After Bathing 
A Luxury After Shaving 


A POSITIVE RELIEF FOR 
PRICKLY HEAT, 
CHAFING and SUNBURN, 
and all afflictions of the skin. Removes 

all odor of perspiration. 

‘Get (the 
hij 
s 


“Hygiene 
tor Hay=Fever”’ 


JUST OUT. FREE BY MAIL. 
SEND FOR A COPY. 


Rules for Diet, Bathing and 


Hygienic Hin 
Pro hat Can be Done for Hay- 


per Living. 


Fever. Asthma and Hay-Fever Cured to Stay 
Cured. ments 


Ask for Current No. 9. 


= DR. HAYES, Buffalo, New York. 


THERE ARE &2, OVER 900 FEET ABOVE 
SEA LEVEL, WITHIN 22O MINUTES OF NEW 


THIS SUMMER/ 
TRY THE MOUNTAINS 


THE KITTATINY AND POCONO RANGES-PEER 
OF THE ADIRONDACKS-ARE BUT 214 
MINUTES FROM NEW YORK. 


TRY” THE LAKES! 
YORK. LAME HOPATCONG, NEARLY 3000 


HERE 


i 


Lack 


la 


A 


mt of the Lackawanna 


K AT GAME 
(FISHING, SHOOTING, GOLF, BOATING, BATHING 
iN HUNDREDS OF PLACES.‘ 


TRY THE ELEGANT HOTELS 


DEPLETED PURSE.( 
any Ticket 


- Pass. Act. 


THE MINERAL SPRINGS 


TRY. 


klets, etc., apply to 


Book! 
R. R. or tol. W. Les, 


EXCLUSIVE WATERING PLACE IN THE UNITED STATES. 
FOR THE MOST FASTIDIOUS. BOARDING 
PLACES FOR THE 


For 


TRY YOUR LUC 
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Have You Seen the New No. 10 Machine? Ball Bearing Carriage. ee 
For Catalogues and Full Particulars, Address, ae 
Columbia Typewriter Mig, Co., 37 West 116th Street, New York City. 


INVESTIGATE 


PATENTS GUARANTEED THOROUGHLY 
Our fee returned if we fail. Any one pene BEFORE YOU PURCHASE A TYPEWRITER. 


sketch and description of any invention wi! 


promptly ptly receive our opinion free concerning 
patentability of same. ‘‘ How to Obtain a ‘ 
Patent”? sent upon request. Patents secured 4 


through us advertised for sale at our expense. 


Patents taken out through us receive special Wa / Merit your approval @5 It Tully 


notice, without charge, in THE PATENT RECORD, 


an illustrated and _ widely circulated journal, meers Fequiremems or every point 


consulted by Manufacturers and Investors, 


Send for sample copy FREE. Address, ART CATALOGUE FOR THEASKING. 
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO. 
(Patent Attorneys,) The | PREMIER TYPEWRITER Co 


Evans Building, WASHINGTON, DO. C. 


TYPEWRITERS 


~ the Standard machines SOLD or RENTED ANYWHERE 
HALF MANUFACTURERS’ Shipped with 


of 
TYPEWRITER EMPORIUM, 204 te Salle St., CHICAGO, 


and Exc 
Guaranteed first-class. 


If are dissatisfied with the ‘typewri 
are usin and want something better suited to 
cular business, the Jewett 


WILL BE BUILT TO. YOUR ORDER. 
rom sou in 


Write for our new art 
catalogue, just issued. 


Jewett Typewriter Co., 624 Locust. St.. Des Moines, lowa. , 
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combines both the 
UNIVERSAL SINGLE KEYBOARD 
of the Shift Key Machines and the 
NON-SHIFTING, NON-TILTING CARRIAGE 
of the Double Case Type of Machines. 
EASIEST ACTION. 
SHORTEST DEPRESSION OF KEYS. 
QUIET RUNNING. 


Write for Catalogue and Prices—both ; 
are interesting. 


(i) FOX TYPEWRITER CO., : 
273 N. Front 8t., Grand Rapids. Mich. 


HAMMOND 
TRE HAMMOND POSSESSES 
Uniform Impression. 
Great Durability. 


™ BLIGKENSDERFER 


$40 ano $50 


WEIGHS ONLY SIX POUNDS. 
50,000 NOW IN USE. 


Every machine guaranteed for one year. 
Send for catalogue. 


THE BLICKENSDERFER MANUF'G CO., ru HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO. 


STAMFORD, CONN. 537-551 E. 6oth Street, New York. 
» 325 Broadway. 148 La Salle Street, WRITE FOR PARTICULARS. 


NEW YORK. CHICAGO. 
‘ 4 Enclose a . oe and a correct map of the world 
& will be mailed to y ° 
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Snow. 
White 


Uwanta 


If wanted in two pieces, like cut, $7. Freight 


Cotton Down Mattress $6.50 


id to all points north of the south 


prepai. 
line of Tennessee and east of the Missouri River and of a line drawn directly south from 


Absolute P: on. 


never packs, is cleaner, more sanitary and never attracts moths. Guaranteed 
lifetime without making over. They may be returned after thirty days’ trial at our 
expense, if not positively the best mattress that money can buy, and your money will be 
instantly and cheerfully refunded. 
FROM FACTORY TO CUSTOMER. The Uwanta Mattress can be had only of us. If sold by retailers, the price would 
be from $12 to $15. What is Cotton Down! It is the snow-white selected cotton fresh from the fields, in original bales, made into 


Cotton Down by being put through our patented process until it is almost as fluffy as feathers. 


call it “felt” when thus 


treated and it is undoubtedly the best mattress material known to thetrade. In ordering give the width of your bed. 
from the inside of the side rails. All mattresses are 6 feet 3 inches long. ‘ 
FORT WAYNE FURNITURE COMPANY, Fort Wayne, Indiana. 


Also manufacturers of Sideboards, Extension Tables and Dining-Room Chairs. 


Send for Catalogue. 


REMICK’S 


ECZEMA 


is guaranteed to give instant 
relief, and speedily and perma- 
nently cure Itching Humors, 
Chronic Eczema, Facial Ecze- 
ma, Infantile Eczema, Acute 
Eczema (Salt Rheum), Ring 
Worm, Pimples, Barber’s Itch, 
Scaly Eruptions, Ulcers, and all 
Skin Diseases, no matter from 
what cause. Wonderful in its 
effects. 


NO CURE, NO PAY. 


URE 


At druggists, or sent, pre-paid, for 
50 cents per box. 
HAVANA MEDICINE CO., 
No. 2221 Olive Street, ST. LOUIS, MO. 


- 


No Presents! No Premiums !! No Discounts !!! 


Our Only Inducements are the Best Imported 


TEAS COFFEES 


AT ONE-HALF PRICE. 
CONSUMERS IMPORTING TEA Co., 
Dept. L. 67 Vestry Street, New York, N. Y. 
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FER SONAL 


is the intangible power that controls human destiny. [¢ 
is the key to all business and social success. If Seas 
ou cannot afford to be wi ¢t this 


in contact with People, 
knowledge. It w: ive you an inestimab'e advan 
over others. We guarantee it, or forfeit $1,000 in 

By our new system you can in a few days at your 


yo 
own home. Our beautifully illustrated free treatise tells 


ou all about it. Distinguished clergym: hysicians and 
Public men all over are Studying this wonder- 
and achieving increased success. Followin; 
are the names an: dresses of a ghly successful 
juates of our pace does not permit men- 
ing more 

G. 
Pa.; Rev. J. C. Quinn, B.D., Ph.D., Winn, Me. 

‘We have thousands of letters of highest commendation, many of 
NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE, 

Derr. K 10, Rochester, N. Y. 
produce a luxu- 


WE DO NOT GUARANTEE testc:'sstxs: 


hair on all the bald heads in existence. Neither will it re- 
store the natural color to gray hair. But im any case it 
will renovate the p, cause the fine h to de- 
velop, and —— the remaining hair from fall-. 
ing out or losing color. Used everwhere hy both 


our treatment to 


sexes. Price, 80 cts. Circular free on application. ~ 


THE STERLING COMPANY, Brockton, Mass. 


GOUT & RHEUMATISM 
Usethe Great English Remedy 
BLAIR’S PILLS 
Sete, Sere, Effective. $ wy 
Ts or 224 Y. 


measuring 
‘il! 
: | MAGN 
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IMORE 


| RAI 
|PULLMAN 

SLEEPING 

CARS UNEXCELLED 

B&C DINING CAR SERVICE 


SHINGTON-S 
TSBURG. 


Summer Tour 


ts decided upon, ash your ticket agent 
to route you via the 


Big Four. 


Magnificent through train service 
- maintained in connection with the 
NEW YORK CENTRAL, 
BOSTON & ALBANY, 
CHESAPEAKE & OHIO. 


East, North, West. 


W. J. LYNCH, Gen. Pass. and Tkt. Agt. 
W. P. DEPPE, Asst. G. P. and T. A, 
Cincinnati. 


VARICOCELE CURED 


Dr. D. D. Richardson's Electro-Chemic 
Method Eradicates the 
Disease Forever 


_ FACTS FOR SUSPENSORY WEARERS 


Doctor Delmer D. Richardson of Chicago, an 
acknowledged authority on all Pelvic and Nervo- 
Vital Diseases, is the originator of the Electro- 
Chemic method, which, in its various modifica- 
tions CURES TO STAY CURED, Varicocele, Rupture, 
Stricture, Prostatic affections, and the Nervo- 
Vital disorders. : 

Healthy blood is absolutely essential to th 
maintenance of the 
normal degree of 
nervous energy, 
and NERVE IS LIFE 
ITSELF. 

The stagnant 
blood of Varicocele 
favors the forma- 
tion of toxines 
(poisons) whose 
absorption by the 
nerves causes Pa- 
ralysis (Locomotor 
Ataxia, etc.) and 
foreshadows the 
ultimate loss of Vi- 
tal Power. Dr. 
Richardson cures 
Varicocele in five 
days. His Electro- 
Chemic method su- 
ries, trusses, electric belts, tonics and tablets. He 
has cured over 10,000 cases of Varicocele alone, 
without a single failure or unpleasant result. 

He formerly cured the disease by the old-time, . 
wide-open surgical operation, but his special sys- 
tem of cure is as far superior to that method as 
the modern incandescent light is to the —— 

tallow candle. 

By delicate modi- 
fications of his main 
system, he cures 

Rupture with 
success, ten ys 
being all the time 

uired. The doc- 

\ tor’s professional 

attention in each case. “‘The Home” 

is admirably fitted for the care of patients, being 

a handsome two-hundred room, fireproof sani- 

tarium structure, located near Lake Michigan, 
and but a block from Lake Front Park. 

Send 10 cents to pay sealed poston on Dr. 
Richardson’s books and give full particulars re- 
garding your case. Write or wire advance notice 
of your coming. 


DELMER D. RICHARDSON, M.D., 
THE HOME, 
1264-1272 Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 
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A Ten Cent Can of 


SOUP 


makes six delicious a. It comes to you 
ready to dilute and heat,—it is already cooked and concentrated. 


r Grocers will sell you either or all of the following kinds: 


an 876 Kentucky Av. 
for cen tnd Van Camp Packing 60, ina. 


IN THE 
LAKE COUNTRY 


Of Northern Illinois, Wisconsin, Minnesota, 
5 and Children i and Michigan, there are hundreds of the 
most charming Summer Resorts on the line 
se e ‘: of the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
2 without Escort % Railway awaiting the arrival of thousands 
os “s of tourists from the South and East. 
En route to California should join § >> > 
one of the Santa Fe Route person- # | Among the list of near-by places are Fox 
ally conducted excursions. “s Lake, Delavan, Lauderdale, Waukesha, Oco= 
| nomowoc, Palmyra, The Dells at Kilbourn, 
ao — % | Elkhart, and Madison, while a little further - 
alias Mh travel are taken off % | off are Minocqua, Star Lake, Frontenac, 
their minds by a special excursion — | White Bear, Minnetonka, and —— on 


conductor. No extra charge. 4 | Lake Superior. 
Full information cheerfully fur- 
nished. 
‘Summer Homes for 1900,” 
T. A. GRADY, Summer book, 
Manager California Tourist Berviee, “In the Lake Country,” 
The Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway, apply to or address with 
109 Adams Street, Chicago. : GEO. H. HEAFFORD, General Passenger Agent, 
Old Colony Building, Chicago, 
Dial BOOK FREE. Thousands cured 


and’ other drug habits, Address in 
EY SECRETS EXPLAINED. DR. PIERCE MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, 
48 Van Buren Street, CHICAGO, ILL. 


Weak and 
Byes e EE. mak 
The GLEN | A GENTS ™%,25 PER CENT. coMMISSION 


FEES, EXTRACTS, SPICES, and BAKING 


POWDER. 
presents or checks. 


DITMAN’S SEA-SALT Special 
The Natural Salt of Pure Sea Water Freight paid. New ‘erms free. 
TONIC, STRENGTHENING, INVIGORATING Great American Tea Co 
Used for Quarter Century 
Address DITMAN, 2 BARCLAY STREET, NEW YORK P. O. Box 
in writing to advertisers, kindly mention LipPINcor?r’s, 67 
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“4 creation of art.’ ‘‘An 
tration to a musical temper 
«Supports the voice most admirably.” 


‘*‘The achievements of Albert Weber, 
Senior, in the realm of tone pro- 
duction, like the violin masterpieces 
of Cremona, still stand unrivalled.’’ 


a 
Send for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS: 
Fifth Avenue and 16th Street, New York. 


268 Wabash Avenue, Chicago, 
181 Fremont Street, Boston. 


SHIPPED APPROVAL 


The 
National Educational | 


Association 
Whi 9 
Art Catalogue and Bargain List. 3 
fast and easy as ? 


may obtait FREE USE of CHARLESTON, S. C. 
A BIOYOLE distri! 


Juty 7-13. 


The famous old city will extend its broad- 

i, est hospitality. The railroads announce 

low rates. This convention by the seaside 
» | is going to be the greatest ever held. One % 


fare for round trip (plus $2.00) from the swe 
—— Northern points, via CINCINNATI and the 
wal Fire, Smoke or Heat. Absolutely Safe, Send Five PIA 
RUSCOTT B BOAT MFG. CO., St.. Joseph, Mich. ; & t 
Queen & Crescent 
! exp] 
MADE EASY Route. Full stop-over privileges, choice of 
aes OL DANA Practical routes, and the best service that is to be 
Quickest CHINE Compating found anywhere. Tickets are good till 
33 . September Ist for the return journey. , 
Carries al Write for free literature concerning Charles- 
ton, and the way to get there, including litera- 
3 ‘The International Arithmachine Co. ture descriptive of Chickamauga battlefield, 
LA SALLE BE CHICAGO, ILL., U. 8! A. Asheville, and the ‘Land of the Sky,” etc. 
W. C. RINEARSON, G. P. A., Cincinnati, 0. mar 
a Coy 
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UNITED STATES HOTEL? 
Hote andthe Social Center 
Saratoga Springs @ 


OPENS JUNE 14—1900—CLOSES OCT. I 


ONSTRUCTED entirely of brick, and dlvided 
facing the beautiful Court offers all the seclusion angi 

houses. Luxurious accommodations 
comfortable single rooms, with or without baths. wy 


GOLF LINKS and POLO GROUNDS 
UPON WHICH HOTEL GUESTS HAVE PRIVILEGES 
@ MAGNIFICENT ORCHESTRA € 4 4 
BRILLIANT ENTERTAINMENTS 4 
PERFECT SERVICE and CUISINE 4 
BOOKLET ON APPLICATION 


| 


“A Distinctively Original Crea- 


Avo id 
Mistakes 


Much Piano disappointment is explained because of the great 
difference in tone as heard in a spacious wareroom under the manipu- 
lations of a skilful salesman, and when played in a furnished apart- 
ment at home. 

Mistake may be avoided by selecting an instrument with an even, 
sweet, sustaining quality of tone, which is likely to sound well in any room. 

The wonderful volume and exquisite singing quality of tone which have placed the KRELL . 
PIANO in the lead insures satisfaction in the home as well as in the salesroom. 

It is easy to obtain a KRELE anywhere from Maine to Cali- 
fornia, and on’ easy terms if desired. which we shall be pleased to 
explain on application. 


The Krell Piano Co., 


HARRIET, RICHMOND, 
AND NINTH STREETS, 


a Copy of “ F CINCINNATI, 
Points of to all, andis sent FREE. 
In writing to advertisers, kindly mention Liprincorr’s, 69 
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Grand” 


‘Gragtiophone 


A member of the famous 
‘*Grand’’ family. 


HE “COLUMBIA 
GRAND” embodies 
the principles that 

have made the Grapho- 
phone Grand and Home 
Grand famous’ wherever 
“talking machines are known. 
Full, round tone. Price, $75.00. Its reverberating reproduc- 


- tions are astonishing in their wonderful naturalness, sweetness, and brilliancy— 
__ in volume being equal to the original sound itself. * 


Columbia Grand . $75.00 
Home Grand . 100.00 
Graphophone Grand. - 150.00 


Other Graphophones using small cylinders from $5.00 up. 


Columbia Records are Superb. 


BEST AT ALL POINTS, 


LOUDEST 
CLEAREST, Grand Records, $1.50 each. 
SMOOTHEST, Small Records, 50 cents each, or 


CHEAPEST, $5.00 per dozen. 
GREATEST VARIETY. : 


Toy Graphophone for children, including five disk records, $1.50. | 


WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND RECORD LIST. 


COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 


New York, 143 and 145 Broadwa San Francisco, 12 
Retail Branch: 1155, 1157, 1159 Broadway. 720-722 ise 
tree Chicago, 88 Wabash Avenue. 


Philadciphia, 1032 Chestnut 

Baltimore, 110 E Baltimore Street. Washington, 919 Pennsylvania Avenue. 
uffalo, 313 Main Street. 

Paris, 34 Boulevard des Italiens, Berlin, 55 Kronenstrasse. 
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70 


* 


| : 
‘ 
4 
i 
5 
$ 
§ 
. 
4 > 
5 
. 5. 
q 
CCQ 
= 


LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER. 


GOOD HEALTH FOR $5.00 


PURIFY YOUR BLOOD 
BEFORE HOT WEATHER 


THE ROBINSON VAPOR BATH CABINET 


makes you clean and we ie t Screen 
Folding Cabinet made. Get no other. = 


with cabin 
$2.00 BOOK FREE 
BEWARE OF SPURIOUS IMITATORS. 


Send us your address on postal and forward 
valuable fatormation, 


WE WANT GOOD AGENTS EVERYWHERE. 


ROBINSON TERMINAL BATH CO., 
703-717 Jefferson Street, Toledo, Ohio, 


Wea aré Selling 


At Our New Store 


(Cycle and Folding) 


Prices 


until Stock is exhausted 


CAMERAS OF ALL KINDS 
KODAKS 
CYCLONES 
and a complete stock of 


PHOTOGRAPHIC SUPPLIES 


Catalogue Free. 


}E. & H. T. ANTHONY & CO. 


THE POPULAR Rout 


NASSAU CUBA 
MEXICO CALIFORNIA 


CHIEF RESORTS. OF THE SOUTH 


; THRE GH VESTIBULE TRAINS 
RFECT CAR S SERVICE 


INCLUDING ASHEVILLE HOT. SPR 
ND OF. THE 
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40,781 Sold Last Month—Everybody Buys. 
SQUARE BATH CABINET 


Preserv: Absol Home N: d delight you. 
Serves Meditine ana De. | PRODUCED 
‘oman and Child should use | beau’ 


ON 30 DAYS TRIAL 
be retu 
, not just aa 
Enjoy Turkish, Russian, Sulphur, Hot Air, Perfamed or Medicated Steam Baths at Home Sc Each. 
Water baths cleanse the aammpee only. Our Cabinet Bath oi Sed aa inwardly and outwardly, Rina nat the blood, 
invigorates and tones up entire system by oppaing th the 5,000, Pee the skin, thus enabling nature in her 
own to by perspiration ds and poisonous matter, if retained, 


causing disease, debility and 
OVER 1,000,000 USERS and 27,000 y PHYSICIANS ENDORSE IT. 


Hot Preventive; bet a Positive of A HOT SPRINGS AT HOME 


DESORIPTION—It’s not a cheap, neg affair, but a genuine article, hendcomelz made, laste 20 Do 
Has real swingin: ng do door, heavy stee! frame, top curtains, rubber lined, | paptoremente. Weighs 
Easily carried. Fold: flat in inch space. ‘An: one can it. Hepocially r family u no eteendant. 
no danger. Guaranteed to e best of all Cabinets on the market or your money 

Price is Wenderfully Low—Sent to any y express on receipt of $5.00, complete with directions and 


Head and Face Stea: 1.0 extra. ORDER TO. ou ’t be disappointed. W. se .00. 
y after 804 if not as represen! mit by P Order, Check, 


us Our ve FREE Weve the manouf'rs AGENTS WA TED — ME 
“Beek on Baths,” Testimonials, Bath Cabinets in the world. | 630.00 to 380.00 WEEKLY. swe us. 


Address The Sole Saanadeseatinds THE WORLD W’F’G CO., 1991 World Buil 


EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR ot 


BUFFET- -SMOKING ING AND LIBRARY © OARS, PUL! PULLMAN DOUBLE 
DRAWING-ROOM SLEEPING CARS AND DINING CARS 
runs through between Chicago and 


{ 


without change via the 


CHICAGO, UNION PACIFIC 
& NORTH-WESTERN LINE 


" affording the quickest transit to San Francisco, the gateway to 
THE HAWAIIAN AND PHILIPPINE ISLANDS, CHINA AND JAPAN. 


FOR INFORMATION AND DESCRIPTIVE PAMPHLETS APPLY TO PRINCIPAL AGENCIES: 


868 WASHINGTON STREET, . . BOSTON. 485 VINE STREET, . 

461 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 507 SMITHFIELD STREET, 
CLARK STREET, GOHICAGO. (27 THE ARCADE,  . 
60! CHESTNUT STREET, . PHILADELPHIA. 17 CAMPUS-MARTIUS, 
80! MAIN STREET, . . + BUFFALO. No. 2 KING STREET, EAST, 


ALL AGENTS SELL TICKETS VIA THE 


CHICAGO & NORTH-WESTERN RAILWAY. 


TO “HYPAOTIZE ! 


Mates fn by “New ax in- 
method. Quickasafiash. YOU can learn 
SON 


sone Dr ISAACTHOMPSONS EYE WATER [J 
73 
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Subscripti he Patent RECORD $1.00 
ae Samples free. 
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GOLD, SILVER, NICKEL, AND METAL sige mg NEW, QUICK PROCESS. 
You can — make $6 to $15 a day 
cles, 
LET You | BUSINESS. 


95.00 A DAY SURE 10 WORK 


and legitimate. 
Know wiiat is req 


ness for yourself. YOU. ; 
OUR NEW PLAN, 5 Address GRAY & CO., P IN 
Don’t wait, send your and address FR E E WORKS OHIO. 


Evidence of the skilful and faithful management of this 
company is found in its exceedingly low expense rate, and the 


remarkably favorable rate of mortality. For the whole period 
of its existence, the death rate has been only eating per cent, 
of the rate indicated by the authoritative tables. 
LIFE AND TRUST The organization of the company affords a strong guaranty 
= ‘I of safe management for the future. There is the same need for 
Co., Purrapeupaya [| care and intelligent discrimination in selecting a life insurance 
company that there is in selecting investments for a trust fund. 


N. W. CORNER FOURTH | The question of the first importance in either case is the ques- 


aND CHESTNUT STREETS | " of absolute security. 
(NOS. 401-409) Persons contemplating insurance are invited to address the 
company for rates and general information. 


BE ENTERTAINING To INVESTORS! 


FIVE MINUTES WITH A PACK. OF each issue of 
Stocks; 


per cent. ; that we 
ink 0 e in al have had years of ex Fence in Mining 
| — e now call your attention toa Wining and 
ing investment, a of 
Everyone is inter- ane” in one of the most solid enterprises sin th - 
ested in ha their line ever offered in the market. A sure mone 
fortunes told. and dividend One that will 
] in value and 
effort with a pack of Remember _ we furnish the highest references, 
: and guarantee every statement we may make. The 
Sphinx Fortune stock is advancing rapidly. Write for particulars to 


Telling Cards. The Kendrick Promotion Co., 


Mention DENVER, COLORADO. 
There is ten times the 
cost of the cards in the LIPPINCOTT’s. Capital and Surplus, $200,000. 
value of the amuse- 
ment to be derived 
lainly mar Ww 
pi meaning. Book of: ESTABLISHED 1846. 
full instructions with ——_—- 
be like any 
al u e any 
other pack for ordinary FRANKLIN 
es. The 
cards is 


PRINTING INK WORKS 


PRICE, 50 CENTS. 
By mail 6 cents extra. JOHN WOODRUFF’S SONS, 


1217 and 1219 Cherry St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


SPHINX CARD COMPANY, 


76 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK. | This Magasine is printed with John Woodruff’s Sons’ Inks. 
In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LipPINcoT?r’s. 75 


Ci 
or jewellers, 
ew modern 
methods. WE TEACH you the a rnish recipes, formulas, and trade secre REE. THE ROYAL, PROF. GRAY’S 
NEW DIPPING PROCESS. Quick. Y. Latest method. Goods dipped in melted metal, taken out instantly with finest, most 
brilliant plate, ready to deliver. Thick plate every time. Guaranteed 6 to 10 years. A boy plates from 200 
to 300 ieces tableware daily. No electricity, dynamo, or polishing necessary with this proses, 
DEMAND FOR PLATING IS ENORMOUS. Every family, hotel, and restaurant have goods plated instead y ; 
of buying new. It’s cheaper and better. Every dealer, shop, and factory want an outfit, or plating done. You i. rae ‘ 
will not need to canvass. Our customers have all the work they can do, People bring it. You can hire boys \Wa om h. { 
cheap to do your plating, the same as we, and solicitors to gather work for a small per cent. Replating is honest @ SQ toe 
ustomers delighted. WE ARE AN OLD-ESTABLISHED FIRM. Been in business for years. § Pc ij : 
red ' ftomere have the henoefit of o Py nerience |. 
IOs 
200 Suippam paners & 
Ue Uy Ol 


A crear EXCURSIONS 


TO AND FROM 


COLORADO 


From Chi and points east of Missouri River JUNE 20, JULY 9, 
17, AUGUST 1. From Missouri River points JUNE 21, JULY 7, 
8, 9, 10, 18, AUGUST 2. 

From Denver, Colorado Springs, and Pueblo JUNE 23, JULY 12, 


20, AUGU 
- Return limit of all tickets, OCTOBER 31, 1900. 


Great Rock Island Route 


One Fare Plus $2.00 For Round Trip 
Special Train in each direction 


One Night Out between Chicago and Denver 


Write for full information and the beautiful book—‘t CoLorapo 
THE MAGNIFICENT’’—sent free 


JOHN SEBASTIAN, G. P. A., 


In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIPpPINCcoTT’s. 
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YOUR VACATION 


Houte 


IN COLORADO 


D° you quite realize that in all the world there is no scenery more gorgeous, 
more majestic and awe-inspiring than that of Colorado? Rad. 


Couple this with these facts — 
That the climate of Colorado is simply delightful. — 
That the dry, pure air is wonderfully healthful and invigor- 
_ ating; and that the hotels are of unusual excellence. 
Then consider the question of spending your vacation 
- there this summer. 


Colorado is not far away. The Burlington Route runs “one night on the road” trains from 
both Chicago and St. Louis, and they are luxuriously furnished. Sumptuous library smoking cars 
and dining cars 2 /a carte make the trip seem very short. Then during the summer months tourist 


tickets are sold at greatly reduced rates, so the expense is not great. 
Let me send you maps, time tables, ticket rates; and if you*want to know more about the 


country enclose six cents in postage for our 400k on -Colorado. It is a beautiful work, of literary 
excellence and profusely illustrated. 


P. S. EUSTIS, General Passenger Agent, C. B. & Q, R. R., Chicago, Ill, 
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Why do you use a vanilla extract 
that is not satisfactory when you can 
always have | 
Burnett’s Vanilla Extract 
by insisting upon it. | 
Send ten cents for a book on Vanitta, its growth and 


» 


4—IMPORTANT GATEWAYS—4_ FINEST 
Nw, PASSENGER 
SERVICE 
IN TEXAS. 


L. S. THORNE, Third V.-P. and Gen'l Mgr, E. P. TURNER, Gen’! Pass. and Tkt. Agt. 
DALLAS, TEXAS. 


. 


“SUNSET LIMITED” | Delightful | 
Famed the World Round. Ca ij 


“SUNSET LIMITHD.” 


The only solid train between the a River and San Francisco. Ladies’ Parlor and Compartment Car, with 
Ladies’ Maid, Library and Writing Room, Barber, Bath, and Café. Meals ala carte. Special through trains, consisting of | 
sleeping and din‘ng cars, leave New York every Saturday and Tuesday to connect directly with the “ Sunset Limited” at 


New Orleans. 
For full information, free illustrated_pamphlets, fhaps, and time-tables, also lowest rates, sleeping-car tickets, ant 
gage checked, apply to Southern Pacific omit 49 Broadway, or No. 1 Battery Place (Washington Building), New Yt ; 
ys R. J. Smith, Agent ; A. M. Longacre, T. P. A., 109 South Third Street, Philade!phia, Pa. 
oe 78 In writing to advertisers, kindly mention LIPPINCOTT’s. 
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T will pay you to make a clean sweep this Spring. Collars, cuffs and shirts unsuited 
: pull out at the buttonholes, strain seams apart, and constantly wear on the nerves. 
VX LION BRAND collars and shirts, made for each other, with cutts to match, wear 
j longer, feel better, and look best all the time. Throw out adi the old stuff. Start 
fresh. It’s cheaper. 

Two collars or two cuffs cost 25c. It doesn’t pay to pay more. Shirts cost $1, $1.50 and $2, depending 
on the kind you want. Ask your furnisher. : 


is UNITED SHIRT & COLLAR CO., Makggs, Troy, N. Y. 


: 


The best health food for breakfast 


Cooks in one minute. 


HEALTH FOOD G1 Fifth Avenue, 
N. 13th 


treet, Philadeiphia, Ps. 


Absolutely Pure. 


Reject Alum Baking Powders—They Destroy Health 


REQUISITES 


That it shall penetrate easily and — 

Smoothly. 

That it shall not bury its head in 
the cloth. 

That it shall not bend. 


SOVRAN 


MEETS THESE REQUIREMENTS 
FULLY, BECAUSE: 


_ Ithas a long, smooth, oval point. 
It has a large, deep, convex head, 
and is easily withdrawn, 
It is made of:wire from a special 
formula, giving it great stiffness 
with the necessary flexibility. 


furnish a sample card of these pins, and ask that in gy 


* the above requisites of a perfect pin they be compared gt 
\ with the pins you are now using. 


OAKVILLE COMPANY, Waterbury, Conn. 


KNABE 
PIANO 


was awarded highest honors at the 


National Export Exposition. 


THERE ARE OTHER PIANOS, 
BUT ONLY ONE KNABE.. 


- Write for souvenir booklet. 


WM. KNABE &&o., 


Baltimore. New York. Washington, 


axe 


GROCERS EVERYWHERE 


Wheatena. 
44 
| 
HEAUAFUL!! * 
SOLD AT OUR STORES 


